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Villa's, Garten, Pictures, Statues and Antiquities. As allo, of the Intereſt, Government, Riches, Force, 


&9c, of all 14: - rinces. With Inſtruftions concerning Travel. By Richard Laſſcls, Gent. the Second Edition. 
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LESLES: NE A INCURS GI HEAR IPREE 1, 


To the Right Honourable 
Henry Farl of Arundel, and Lord Mowbray. 


MY LORD, 


' ſs long that"I have with great impatience waited 
{ome opportunity to declare my infiniteReſpect 
to your Lordihip , coming, I may ay, into the 
World with a Veneration for your Illuſtrious 

Family, and being brought up with continual Praiſes of the 
Renowned Actions of your glotious Anceſtors, both in Va: 
and Peace, ſo famous over the Chriſtian World tor 1h i; 
Vertue, Piety,and Learmag, their elevated Birth, and greatuets 
of Courage, and of whom all our Enoglich Hiſtory are tull of 
the Wonders of their Lives: A Family of fo ancient Nobili- 
ty, and from whom lo many Herocs have proceeded to bleſs 
and ſerve their King and Country, that all Ages and all Na- 
tions mention 'em even with Adoration: . My ſelf have been 
in this our Age an Eye and Ear-witneſs, with what Tran(-_ 
ports of Joy, with what unuſual Reſpe& and Ceremony, a- 
bove what we pay to Mankind, the very Name of the Great 
Howards of Norfolk and Arundel, have been celebrated on 
Foreign Shores! And when any one of your 1Iluſtrious Fa- 
mily have pals'd the Streets, the People throng'd to praiſe 
and bleſs him as ſoon as his Name has been made known to 
the glad Croud. This I have ſeen with a Joy that became a- 
true Engliſh heart, (who truly venerate its brave Country- 
men) and joyn'd my dutitul Reipects and Praites with the moſt 
devour ; but never had the happineſs yet of any opportuni- 
ty to expreſs particularly that Admiration I have and ever had 
vr your Lordſhip and your Great Family. Still, I ſay, I did | 


admire 


Epifile Dedicatory. 
admire you, ſtill I wiſl'd and pray'd for you ; *twas all I'cou'd 
or durſt-: But, as my Eſteem tor your Lordihip daily in- 
creasg'd with my Judgment, ſo nothing cou'd bring it to amore 
abſolute height and perteftion, thanto oblerve in theſe trou- 
bleſome cimes, this Age of Lying, Preaching, and Swearing 
with what noble Prudence, what ſtcadineſs of Mind, what 
Loyalty and Conduct you have evaded the Snare, that 'twas 
to be tcar'd was laid for all the Good, the Brave, and Loyal, 
for all that truly lov'd our beſt of Kr:gs and this diſtracted 
Country. A. thouſand times I have wept for tear that Impu- 
dence and Malice wow'd extend fo far as to ſtain'your Noble 
andever-Loyal Family with its unavoidable Imputations; and 
as often for joy, to ſee how undaunted!y both the Ll]uſtrious 
Duke your Father, and your Selt, ftew'd the raging Torrent 
that threarned, with yours, the ruin of the King and King- 
dom ; all which had nor power to ſhake your Conſtancy or 
Loyalty : for which, may Heaven and Earth reward and bleſs 
you ; the noble Examples to thoulands of failing hearts, who 
trom ſo great a Preſident of Loyalty, became confirm'd, Ma 
Heaven and Earth bleſs you for your pious and rcfolute bra- 
very of Mind, and Heroiek honelty, when you cry'd, Not guilty ; 
that you durſt, like your great ſelf, [peak Conſciencious Truths 
in a Juno fo vitious, when Truth and Innocence was crimi- 
nal : and I doubt not but the Soul of that great Sufferer bows 
down from Heaven in gratitude for that noble {ervice done it. 
All theſe and a thouſand marks you give of daily grow- 
ing Greatneſs ; every day produces to thole like me, curi- 
ous to learn the Story of your Lite and Actions, ſomething 
that evzn adds a Luſtre to your great Name, which one 
wowd think cou'd be wade ho more ſplendid : {ome new 
Goodnels, ſome new a& of Loyalty or Courage, comes out 


to 
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to cheer the World and thoſe that admire you, Nor wou'd 
I be the laſt of thoſe that daily congratulate and celebrate 
your riling Glory ; nor -durſt I any other way approach you 
with it, but this humble one, which carries ſome Excule along 
with 1t. | 

Proud of the opportunity then, I moſt humbly beg your 
Lordihips patronage of a Comedy, which has nothing to de- 
tend it, but the Honour it begs , and nothing to delferve that 
Honour, but its being in every part true Tory! Loyal all-over! 
except one Knave, which I hope no body will cake to himſelf ; 
or if he do, I muſt cen ſay with Hamlet, 


Then let the ſtrucken Deer go weep -—— 


Ir has the luck to be well received in the Town ; which (not from my 
Vanity) pleaſes me, but that thereby I ind Honeſty begins to come in 
faſhion again, when Loyalty 1s approv*'d, and Whigiſm becomes a Jeſt 
whereer'tis met with. And, no doubt on't, ſo long as the Royal Cauſe 
has ſuch Patrons as your Lord{hip, ſuch vigorous and noble Supporters, his 
Majeſty will be great, ſecure and quiet, the Nation flouriſhing and happy, 
and ſeditious Fools and Knaves that have fo long diſturb'd the Peace and 
Tranquility of the World, will become the buſineſs and ſport of Comedy, 
and at laſt the ſcorn of that Rabble that fondly and blindly worſhipt em ; 
and whom nothing can ſo well convince as plain Demonſtration, which is 
ever more powertul and prevailent than Precept, or even Preaching it 
ſelf. If this have edifi*d eFectual, *tis all I with ; and that your Lordſhip 
willbe pleas'd to accept the humble Offering, isa!l I beg, and the greateſt 


Glory I care ſhou'd be done, 
MY LORD, 


Your Loraſhip's moſt Humble 
and moſt Obedient Servant, 


A. BEHN. 


THE 


In ſtriving 10 reclaim a Vitious Ags ! 
Poets may write the Miſchief to impeach, 
Tou care as little what the Poets teach, 
As you regard at Church what Parſons preach. 
But where ſuch Follies and ſuch Vices reign, 
What honeſt Pen has patience to refrain ? 
Ar Church, in Pews, ye moſt devoutly ſnore, 
And bere, got dully drunk, ye come 10 roar 
Te g9 10 Church toglout, and Ople there, 
And come to meet more lewd convenient here : 
IWith equal Zeal ye honour either place, 
And run ſo very evenly your Rade, 
T» improve in Wit juſt as you do in Grace. 
It muſt be ſo, ſome Demon has poſſeſt 
Our Land, and we? have ever fmce been bleſt. 
1» have ſeen it all, or beard of its Renown, 
In Reverend ſhape it ſtall'd about the Town, 
Six Teom?n tall attending on its frown. 
Som-tines with humble note aud gealous lore, 
| & *7mwowd play the Apoſtclick FunGion Oer : 
But, Heaven kave mercy on us when it ſwore. 
Wheneer it ſwore, to prove the Oaths were rue, 
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HY, vain have prov'd the Labours of the Stage, Out of its mouth at random 7alters flew 
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Round ſome unwary unwary neck, by Magick thrown, 

Though ſtill the cunning Devil ſavd its own : 

For when the Inchantment cou'd no longer laſt, 

fr ape Pug, moſt dexterouſly —_— 

t awful form for one more ſeeming pious, 

And in a moment vary'd to defie us : 

From ſilken Dottor, home-ſpun Ananias 

Left the lewd Court, . and did in City fix, 

Where ſtill, by its old Arts it plays new Tricks, 

And fills the beads of Fools with Politicks. | 

Thu Demon lately drawn in many 4 Gueſt, i 

_ with zealous Guinea for —»n9 Feaſt. : 
, but the moſt incorrigible Fops, 

For ever doom'd in diſmal Cells, calbd Shops, 

To cheer and dam themſelves to get their Ltvings, 

Wowd lay ſweet Money out in Sham-Thankſgiuvings ? 

Sham-Plots you may bave paid for ver and ver ; 

But who & re paid for a Sham-Treat before ? 

Had you nor berter ſent your Offerings all, 

Hither to us , than Sequeſtrators Hall ? 

I being your Steward, Fuſtice had been done ye ; 

1 cowd bave entertain'd you worth your Money. 
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CITY-HEIRESS: 


Sir Timothy Treat-all. 


_— 


A CT the Firlt. 
SCENE the Firſt. The Street. 


Enter Sir Timothy Treat-all, follow'd by Tom Wilding, bare, Sir Charles Meriwill, 
Fopington, and Footman with a Cloak. 


SirTim.. Rouble me no more: for lamreſoly'd, deafand obdurate, d'ye 
ſee, and fo forth, 
W:14. 1 beſeech ye, Uncle, hear me. 
Sir Tim. No. 
Wild. Dear Uncle — Sir Tim, No. 

W:1d. You will be mortifi'd Sir Tim. NO, 

Wild. At leaſt hear me'out, Sir, 

Sir Tim. No, 1 have heard you out too often, Sir, till you have talkt me out of 
many a fair thouſand ; have had ye out of all the Bayliffs, Serjeants, and Conſtables 
clutches about Town, Sir ; have brought ye out of all the Surgeons, Apothecaries, 
and /ocky DoCtors hands, that ever pretended to cure incurable Diſeaſes; and have 
croſt ye out of the Books of all the Mercers, Silk-men, Exchange-men, Taylors, Shoe- 
makers, and Semſtriſſes ; with all the reſt of the unconſcionable City-tribe of the 
long, Bill, that had but Faith enough to truſt, and thought me Fool enough to pay. 

Sir Chay, But, Sir, confider, Fe's your own Fleſh and Blood. 

Sir Tim. That's more than PII ſwear. 

Sir Char. Your only Heir, 

Sir Tim, That's more than you or any of = wiſe Aſſociates can tell, Sir, 
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Sir Char, Why his wiſe Aſſociates ? have you any exception to the Company he 
keeps ? This reflefts on me and young Drefſwel, Sir, men both of Birth and Fortune. 


S:r Tim, Why, good Sir Charles Merimill, tet me tell you, fince you'll haye it out, 


That you and young Drefſwel are aile to detauch, deftroy, and confound all the 
young imitating Fops in Town. 

Sir Char. How, Sir / | 

©: Tim. Nay, never hoff, Sir ; for I have fix thouſand pound a year, andvalue no 
man : Neither do I ſpeak fo much for your particular, as for the Company you keep, 
ſa-h Tarm. gant Tories 3s theſe, [zo Fpp.] whoare the very Vermiae of a young 
Heir, and for one tickling, - give him thouſand bites. | 

Foy, Death ! mcaning me, Sir ? | 

Sir Tim. \ £8, you, Sir, Nay, never ſtare, Sir; I fear you'not: no mans heforing 
ſignifies this — In the City, but the Conſtables; no body dares be ſawcy here, ex- 
cept i: be in the-Kings naine, 

Sir Char. Sir, I conteis he was to blame, 

SirTim. Sir Charles, thanks to Heaven, you may be lewd, you have a plentiful E- 
ſtate, may whore, drink, game, and play the Devil ; your Uncle, Sir Anthouy Me- 
riwill intends to give you all his Eſtate too : But for fuch Sparks as this, and my Fop 
in faſhion here, why with whar Face, Conſcience, or Religion, can they be lewd and 
vitions, keep their Wenches, Coaches, rich Liveries, and fo forth, who live upon 
Charity, and the Sins of the Nation ? 

Sir Char. If he have Youthfull Vices, he has Vertues too. 

SirTim, Yes, he had ; but I know net, you have bewitcht him amongſt ye [weeping] 
Beforc he fel] ro Toryiſm, be was a ſober civil Youth, and had ſome Religion in 
him, wou'd read ye Prayers night and morning with a laudable voice, andcry Amen 
'0'&m ; *twor'd have done ones heart good to haye heard him : -— Wore decent 
Cloathes z was drunk but upon Faſting nights, and ſwore but on Sundays and Ho- 
i7-days : aiit then I had hopes of him, | [Srill weeping. 

iitd. Aye, Heaven forgive me, 


S;r Char. But, Sir, he's now beccme a new Man, is caſting off all his Women, is: 
drunk not above five or fix times a week, ſwears not above once ina quarter of an 


hour, nor has not gam'd this two days —— | 

Sir Tim. *T was becauſe the Devil was in's Pocket then, 

$:r Char, — Begins to take up at Coffee-houſes, talks gravely in the City, ſpeaks 
fcandalouſly of the Government, and rails moſt abominably againſt the Pope and 
the French King, 

Sir Tim, Aye, aye, this ſhall not wheedle me out of one Engliſh Guinea ; and ſo 
I told him yeſterday. 

"Wd. You did fo, Sir, | 

Sir Tim. Yes; by a good token you were witty upon me, and ſwore 1 lov'd and 
honured the King no where but on his Coin, 

S:r Char. 1s it poſſible, Sir ? 

#/itd. God forgive me, Sir ; I confeſs I was a little overtaken. 

Sir Tim, Ay, fo it ſhou'd ſeem : for he miſtook his own Chamber, and went to 
be l to my Maids. 

Sir Char. How ! to bed to your Maids ! Sure, Sir, 'tis ſcandal on him. 
Sir 
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Sir Tim. No, no, he makes his hrags on't,; Sir, Oh that crying fin of Boaſting ! 
Well fare, I ſay, the days of old Over; he by a wholeſome AQ, made tt death to 
boaſt ; ſo that then a man might whore his heart out, and ng body the wiſer. 

Sir Char. Right, Sir, and then the men p2£'d tor fouer religious pertons, and the 
women for as demure Saints -@— - 

Sir Tim. Ay, then theite was no ſcandal ; but now they do not only boaſt what 
they do, but what they do not. 

Hild. VI take care that fault ſhall be mende\, Sir. | 

S;r. Ay, ſo will I, if Poverty have any feats of Mortifc:tion , and fo farewel to 
you, Sir. [ going. ; | 

I 71d. Stay, Sir, are you refolved to be © cruei then, and ruin al} my Fortunes 
now depending ? 

Sir Tim, Moſt religiouſly ——— 

Wild. You are ? 

SirTim, 1 am, 

IW:14. Death, [I rob. 

Sir Tim. Do and bc hang'd, 

Wild. Nay, I'll turn Papilt. 

Sir Tim. Do and be damu'd. 

Sir Char, Bleſs me, Sir, what a ſcandal would that be to the Family of the 
Tredt-al's ! 

S;r 7:1, Hum ! T had rather 1ndeed he turn'd Turk or Jew, for his own ſake ; 
but as for ſcandalizing me, I defie it : my Integrity has;been known ever ſinceForty 
One; I bought three thovſand a year in Biſhops Lands, as *ris well known, and loſt 
it at the Kings return; for which Pm honour'd by the City. Brut for his farther 
fatisfaQion, conſolation, and diſtruFtion, know, That 1 Sir Timothy Treat-al', Knight 
and Alderman, do think my ſelf yonngenovgh to marry, d'ye ſee, and wil! wipe your 
Noſe with a Son and Heir of my own begetting, and fo forth. [going away; 

Wild. Death ! marry ! 

Sir Char. Patience, dear Tom, Or thou't ſpoil all, - 

I/F/ i114. Damn him, Pve loſt all Patience, and can diſſemble no longer, tho? 1 loſe 
all —-Very gocd, Sir; heatk ye, I hope ſhe's young and handſome ; or if ſhe be 
2ot,amongſt the numerous luſty-ftomacht Whigs that daily noſe yorr publicx Din» 
aers, ſome may be found that either for Money, Charity, or Gratitude, may requite 
your Treats, You keep open houſe to all the Party, not for Mirth, Generoſity or 
ccod Natire, but for Roguery, You cram the Brethren, the pious City-Gluttons, 
with zocd Cheer, good Wine, and Rebellion in abundance, gormandizing all Comers 
and Gcers, of all Sexes, Sorts, Opinions and Religions, young, half-witted Fops,hot- 
headed Fools, and Malecontents : You guttle and fawn on ail, and all in hopes of 
debanching the Kings Liege-people into Commonwealths-men ; and rather than 
loſe a Convert, you'll pimp for him. Theſe are your nightly Debauches.-— Nay, 
rather than you ſhall want it. PII Cuckold you my ſelf in pure Revenge. 

$irTim, How ! Cuckold his own natural Uncle ! 

S:r Char, Oh, he cannot be ſo prophane. 

Wild. Prophane ! why he denPd but now the havingany ſhare in me; and there- 
fore *tis lawful, I amto live by my wits, you ſay, and your old rich good-natur d 

B-2 Cuckold 
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Cuckold is as fure a Revenue to a handſome young Cadet, as a thouſand pound a 
year, Your tolerable face and ſhape is an Eſtate in the City, and a better Bank than 
your Six per Cent. at any time, 
Sir Tim. Well, Sir, ſince Nature has furniſht-you ſo wall, you need but up and 
ride, ſhow and be rich; and ſo your Servant, witty,Mr. :lding. [Goes ont; 
be looks after him. 
Sir Char. Whilſt Lam labouring anothers good, I quite:negle&t my own. This 
curſed, proud, diſdainful Lady Ga/iard, is ever in iy head ; ſhe's now at Church, 
Pm ſure, nos for Devotion, but to ſhew her Charms, and throw her Darts amongſt 
the gazing Crowd, and grows more vain by Conqueſt, I'm nearthe Church, and 
muſt-ſtep in, tho? it coſt mea new Wound CWild. tarts pauſing. 
Wild. 1 am refoly'd-- - Well, dear Chartes, let's ſup together to night, and con- 
trive ſome way to be reyeng'd of this wicked Uncle of mine. I muſt leave thee now, 
jor | have an Afiznation here at Church, 
Sir Char, Hab ! at Church! . 
Wild, Ay, Charles, with the deareſt ſhe-Saint, and 1 hope, ſinner. 
S'. >:2r. What at Church ? Pox, I ſhall be diſcover'd now in my Amours. That's 
an od. pl:ce for Love-Intrignes 
/i4... Oh, i am to paſs for a ſober diſcreet perſon to the Relations ; but for my 
witrefs.ſhes _ of no ſuch fanAtif'd Materials ; ſhe is a Widow, Charles, young, 
:ich, 2d beavtiful. | 
$'y Char, Hah ! if this ſhou'd prove my Widow now ! CAſide. 
W.14, And though at her own diſpoſe, yet is mach govern'd by Honour, and a 
rigid M- ther, who is ever preaching to her againſt the Vices of Youth, and Yother 
end of the Town Sparks ; dreads nothing ſo much as her Daughters marrying a 
villanous Tory : So the young one is forc'd to diſlemble Religion, the beſt Mask to 
hide a kind Miſtreſs in., | 
Sir Char, This muſt be my Lady Galliard. C Afide: 
i/i1d. There is at preſent ſomeill underſtanding between us; ſome damn'd Ho- 
nouravle Fop lays ſiege to her, which-hasmade me 111 received; and I havinga new 
intrigue elſewhere, return her col diſdain, but now and then ſhe croſſes my heart 
too Viulently to reſiſt her. In-one of theſe hot fits I now am, and muſt find ſome 
occaſion to fjeak to her, 
Sir Char. By Heaven, it muſt be ſhe—-I am ſtudying now amoneſt all our ſhe» 
Acquaintance, whoxhis ſhou'd be. 


1/114. Oh, this is of quality to be conceal 'd': but the deareſt lovelieſt Hypoorite, 


white 3s Lilies, ſmcoth as Ruſhes, and plump as Grapes after ſhowers, haughty 
her Mein, her Eyes full of diſdain, and yet bewitching ſweet ; but when ſhe loves, 
ſofr, witty, wanton, all tht charms a Soul; and but for now aid then a fit of Ho» 
nour ! Oh, damn the Nonſenſe, wou'd be all my own. 

ir Char. *Tis ſhe, by Heaven ! Teſide.] Methiaks this Widow ſhowd prove a 
good income to you, as things now ſtand between you and your Uncle, 

ild. Ah, Charles, but I am otherwaysdiſposdof. Thereis the moſt charming 
pretty thing in nature fallen in love with this perſon of mine, arich City-Heireſs, 
and I have her in poſſeſſion, 

$ir Char, How can you loyetwo at once? I've been as wild-and as. extravagant; 
as 


+ Ad 7 be 4 ER 


bt 


= .aw% 


wn . TR 


GT O90 OE ENT 


Rs ©OS 
bs ew 


[""_ 


The City- Heireſs : or, Sir I\mothy Treat-all. 


as Youth and Wealth cou'd render me ; but ne&er arriv'd to that degree of Lewd- 
neſs, to deal my Heart about : my hours I might, but Love ſhould be intire, 

Wild. Ah, Charles, two ſuch bewitching Faces wou'd give thy Heart the lye :— 
But Love divides us, and I muſt into Church. Adieu till night, 

Sir Char. And I muſt follow to reſolve my heart in what it dreads tolearn. Here, 
my Cloak. ['T akes his Cloak from his man, and putsit on.) Hah, Church is done ! See, 
they are coming forth | 

Enter People croſs the Stage, as from Church ; amongſt *em Sir Anthony Meriwill, 
ſolow'd by Sir Timothy Treat-all. 
Hah, my Uncle / He muſt not ſee me here. [7 rows bis Cloak over bs face, 

Sir Tim. What my old Friend and Acquaintance, Sir Athory Merimid 

Sir Aath, Sir Timothy Treat-all ! 

Sir Tim. Whe, how long have you been in Town, Sit ? 

Sir Auth. About three days, Sir ? 

SirTim, ThreeGays, and never came to dine with me ! "tis unpardonable! What, 
you keep cloſe to the Church, I ſee : You are for the Surplice ſtill, old Orthodox 
you : the Times cannet mend you, I ſee, 

Sir Anth. No, nor ſhall they mar me, Sir, ; 

Sir Char. 1 hey are dicourſing ; PII paſs by, (Aſide. Exit Sir Char, 

Sir Anth. As 1take it, you came from Church too, 

Sir Tim. Ay, needs mult, when the Devil dfiyes. I go to ſave my Bacon, as they 
fay, once a month, and that too after the Porrage is ſerv'd up. 

Sir £/-ih, Thoſe that made it, Sir, are wiſer than we, For my part, Ilove good 
who!ſome D<Q: ine, that teaches Obedience to my King and Superiours, v ithout 
railing at the Government, and quoting Scripture for Sedition, Mutiny and Rebel- 
lion, Why here was ajoily Fellow this morning made a notable Sermon. Ey 
George, our Country-Vicars are meer Scholars to your Gentlemen Town-Parſors !. 
Hah, how he handled the Text, and run Divitions upon't / *twou'd make a man fin 
with moderation, to hear how he claw'd away the Vices of the Town, Whoring, 
Drinking, and Converiticling, with the reſt of the deadly number. 

Sir Tim. Good lack -' an he were fo goqd at Whoring and Drinking, you'd beſt 
carry your Nephew, Sir Co:rles Mes. Church ; he wants a little Dotytpenti- 
Zing that way. | 

Sir Arth. Hum ! You keep your old wont ſtill ; a man can begia no diſcourſe to 
you, be it of Prefer Joby, but you ſtill conclude with my Nephew. 

Sir Tim, GooG Lord ! £ir Anthony, you need not be ſo purty ; what 1 ſay, is the 
Diſcourſe of the whole City, how laviſhly you let him live, and give ill Examples 
to all young Heirs, 

Sir Arth, The City ! The City's a grumbling, lying, diſlatisfi'd City, and no wiſe 
or honeſt man regards what it ſays. Do you, or any of the City, ſtand bound to 
his Scrivener or Taylor ? He ſpends what I allow him, Sir, his own ; and you're a 
Fool or Knae, chuſe ye whether, to concern your ſelf. 

Sir Tim. Gocd lack ! 1 ſpeak but what wiſer men diſcourſe, 

Sir Aith. Wiſer men ! wiſer Coxcombs, What, they wou'd have metrain my 
Nephew up,a hepeiuiYouth to keep a Merchants Book, or ſend him to chop Logick 
in a Uaiverſity,and have him return an errant learned Aſs, toſfimper, and look de- 

| mure, , 
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more, and ſtart at Oaths and Wenchz2s, whil{t ! fell his Woods, and grant Leaſes ; 
and Jaſtly,to make good what ] have cozen'd him of, torce him to marry Mrs:Crumpy 
the il]-fayour'd Daughter of ſome Right Worlhipful. --- A Pox of all ſuch Guar- 
dians, | 

Sir Tim, Do, countenance Sirf and Expences, do. 

Sir Auth, What ſin, whatexpences? He wears goo] Cloathes, why Trades-men 
get the more by him ; he keeps his Coach, 'tis for his eaſe ; a Miſtreſs, 'tis for his 
pleaſure ; he games, 'tis for his diverſion : And where's the harm of this ? is there 
Ougit e!fe you can accuſe him with ? 

Sir Tim. Yes ; a Pox upon him, he's my Rival too. (Afide.) Why then PI 
tell yon, Sir, he loves a Lady, 

Sir Anti, If that be a Sin, Heaven help the Wicked ! 

5ir Tim Bat | mean honourably 

Sr Art). Honourably ! Why d>-you know any Infirmity in him, why he ſhou'd 
not marry ? ( Angrily. 

Sir Tim, Not [, Sir, 

$/r Antb. Not you, Sir ? why then yowre an Af, Sir.- — But is this-Lady young 
and haniiſ2me ? 

Sir Tixz, Ay, and rich too, Sir. 

Sir Auth. No matter for Monev, fo ſhe loye the Boy. 

Sir Tim, Love him! no, Sir, ſhe nEither does, nor ſhall love him, 

Sir Anth, How, Sir, nor ſhall love him 1 By George, but ſhe ſhall, and lie with him 
too, it I pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir ! lie with a rich City-widow, and a Lady, and to be married 
toa inc Reverend old Gentleman withina day or two ? 


Sir Arth. His name, Sir, his name ; I'll diſpatch him preſently. (Offers ty draw. 
Sir Tim. How, vir, diſpatch him !-— Your Servant. Sir. (Offer to go, 
Sir Anth. Hold, Sir ! by this abrupt departure, I fancy you the Boy's Rival : 


Come, draw, 

Sir Tim. How, draw, Sir ! 

Sir Anth. Ay, draw, Sir : Not my Nephew have the Widow / 

Sir 77+», With all my ſoul, Sir ; | love and honovr your Nephew, Ihis Rival | 
alas, Sir, 'm not ſo fond or Cuckoldom. Pray, Sir, let me ſee yoa and Sir Charles 
at my houſe, I may ſerve him in this bulineſs :; and fo 1 taie my leave, Str _ 
Draw quoth a ! aPox upon him for an old Tory-rory. (Aſide. (Exit. 

Enter as from Church, Lady Galliard, Cloſet, ard Footman : Wilding paſſes careltſly 

* by ber, Sir Charles Meriwill folloning, wrapt up in his Cloak. 

Sir Anth. Who's here? Charl:s muifled in a Cloak, peering after a woman ?— My 
own Boy to a hair. She's handſome too. T'll ſtep alide : for I muſt ſee the mean- 
ing ont. [Goes aſide, 

L. Gz!). Bleſs me ! how uncern'd he p3ſs'd 

Clo. He bow'd low, Madam. 

L. Gall. But 'twas m ſuch a faſhion; as exprelſt indifferency, much worſe than 
hate from Wildizg. 3 
" Clef, Your Ladyſhip has u&d him ill of late ; yet if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, 1 
c2!! him back, 


(Draws. 


L. Gall, 
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L. Gall. PII die firſt —— Hah, he's going ! | — Yet now 1 think on't, I have aToy 
of his, which to expreſs my ſcorn, Il give him back now : this Ring, 

Clof. Shall I carry it, Madam ? 

L. Gall. Yow'll notexpreſs diſdain enough in the delivery ; and you i call 
him back. [Clof. goes ro Wild, 

Sir Char. By Heaven, ſhe's Ls of him. (4 

Wild. Oh, Mrs. Cloſet ! is it you ?—— Madam, your rvant : By this diſdain, I 
fear your Woman, Madam, has miſtaken her Man. Wou'd your Ladyſhip ſpeak 


with me ? 
L. Gall. Yes. But what ? the God of Love inſtruct me. FAfde. 
Wild. Command me quickly, Madam : for Ihave buſineſs. 
L. Gal. Nay, then [I cannot be diſcreet in Love. (Aide. 


Your buſineſs once was Love, nor had no idle hours 
To throw away on any thought, 
You lov'd, as if you'd had no other Faculties, 
Asif you'd meant to gain eternal Bliſs 
But that Devotion only : And ſee how now you're chang'd. 
IVild. Not I, by Heaven ; *tis you are only chang'd. 
I thought 1 you'd love me too, curſe on the dull miltake ; 
But when 1 beg'd to reap the mighty Joy 
That mutual Love aſfords, 
You turn'd me off for Honour, 
That nothing fram'd by ſome old ſullen Maid, 
That wanted Charms to kindle flames when young. 
Sir Anth. By George he's ith' right, ( Aſide. | 
Sir Char, Death ! can ſhe hear this Language ? { Aſide. 
L. Gail. How dare you name this to me an ny more ? 
, Have you forgot my Fortune, and my Youth ! 
* My Quality, and Fame ? 
Wild. No, by Heaven, all theſe increaſe my Flame. 
B, Gall. Perhaps they might, but yet I wonder where 
You got the boldneſs to approach me with it, 
Wd. Faith, Madam, from your own encouragement. 
L. Gall, From mine ! Heavens, what contempt is this / 
Wild. When firſt 1 paid my Vows, (good Heaven forgive nie) 
They were for Honour all ; * 
But wiſer you, thanks to your Mothers care tob, 
Knowing my Fortune an uncetain hope, 
My Life of ſcandal, and my lewd Opinion, 
Forbid my Wiſh that way : "Twas kindly urg'd ; 
You cou'd not then forbid my Paſſion too, 
Nor did I ever from your Lipsor Kyes, 
Receive the cruel ſentence of my Death. 
Sir Tim. Gad, a fine fellow this ! 
L. Gall. To fave my life, I wou'd notemarry thee. 
IVild. That's kindly: ſaid ; 
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But to fave mine, thou't do-a kinder thing 
| know thou wot. 
L. Gall, What, yield my Honour up ! 
And after find it ſacrific'd anew, 
And made the ſcorn of a triumphing Wife ! 
Sir Anth, Gad, ſhe's 1'th* right too; a noble Girl PII warrant her. - - 
L. Gall, But you diſdain to ſatisfie thoſe fears; 
And like a proud and haughty Conqueror, 
Demand the Town, without the leaſt Conditions. 
Sir Char. By Heaven, ſhe yields apace. (Aſide. 
S;r Znth, Pox on't, wou'd I had ne'er ſeen her ; now-I hayea Legend of ſmall 
Cupids at Hot-cockles in my heart, 
Wild. Now I am pavſing on that word Conditions, 
Thou ſayſt thou wou'd not have me marry thee ; 
That is, as if I lov'd thee for thy Eyes, 
And put em our to hate thee : 
'Or like our Stage-ſmitten Youth, who fall inLove with a woman for Atting finely, 
and hy taking her off the *tage, deprive her of the only Charm ſhe had, 
Then leave her to Ill Luck, 
Sir Anth. Gad, he's i'th* right again too ! a rare Fellow ! 
Wild. For, Widow, know, hadſt thou more Beanty, yet not all of %*em were half 
ſo great a Charm as thy not being mine. | 
Sir Anth. Hum / How will he make that out now ? 
Wild. The ſtealths of Love, the Midnight kind admittance, 
The gloomy Bed, the ſoft breath'd murmuring paſſion ; 
Ah, who can gueſs at Joys thus ſnatchr by parcels | - 
The difficulty makes us always wiſhing, | 
Whilſt on thy part, fear makes ſtill ſome reſiſtance ; 
And every Bleſſing ſeems a kind of Rape. 
Sir Anth. Fas don't ! — A DivineFellow this; juſt of my Religion. I am ſtu- 
dying now whether I was never acquainted with his Mother. 
L. Gall. walks away, Wild. follows, 
L. Gall. Tempt me no more ! what dull unwary Flame 
Poſſelt ine all this while ! Contulion on thee, (In Rage. 
And all the Charms that dwell npon thy Tongue. 
Diſeaſes ruin that bewitching form, 
That with the ſoft feign'd vows debaucht my Heart. 
Sir Char, Heavens | can | yet endure / (Aſide. 
L. Gall. By all that's good, I'll marry inſtantly ; 
Marry, and fave my laſt ſtake, Honour, yet, 
Or thou wilt rook me out of all at laſt, 
Wild. Marry ! thou canſt not do a better thing : 
There area thouſand Matrimonial Fops, 
Fine Fools of Fortune, 
Good-natur'd Blockheads too, and that's a wonder. 
L. Call, That will be manag'd by a man of Wit. 
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W.1d. Right. 
L. Gall. 1 have an eye upon a Friend of yours.. 
V1ld. A Friend of mine! then he muſt be my Cuckold. 


Sir Char, Very fine ! can [endure yet more ? (Aft. © 
L. Gall. Perhaps it is your Uncle. 
W714. Hah, my Uncle ! Sir Charles makes up to em. 


Sir Anth. Hah, my Charles | why well ſaid Charles, he bore up briskly to her. 
S:r Char. Ah, Madam, may I preſume to tell you - — 
Sir Auth, Ah, Pox, that was ſtark naught ! he beginslike a Fore-man o'th* Shop, 
to his Maſters Daughter. ® 
Wild. How, Charles 1eriwill acquainted with my Widow ! 
Sir Anh, Why do you wear that ſcorn upon your Face ? 
I've nought but honeſt meaning in my Paſſion ? 
Whilſt him you favour, ſo prophanes your Beauties, 
In ſcorn of Marriage and Religious Rites, 
Attempts the ruin of your ſacred Honour. 
L. Gall, Hah, Wilding boaſt my love ! (Aſide. 
Sir Amh. The Devil take him, my Nephew's quite ſpoil'd ! 
Why, what a Pox has he to do with Honour now ? 
L. Gall. Pray leaye me, Sir. 
Wild. Damn it, ſince he knows all, I'll boldly own my flame —— 
You take a liberty I never gave you, Sir. 
Sir Char. How, this from thee ! nay, then I muſt take more, 
And ask yon where you borrow'd that Brutality, 
T* approach that Lady with your ſawcy Paſſion, 
Sir Anth. Gad, well done Charles! here muſt be ſport anon. 
Wild. I will not anſwer every idle Queſtion. 
Sir Char. Death, you dare not. 
FY/V:1ld. How, dare not ! 
Sir Char. No, dare not : for if you did 
VVild. What durſt you, if 1 did? 
Sir Char. Death, cut your Throat, Sir. CTaking hold on him roughly. 
Sir Anth. Hold, hold, let him have fair play, and then curſe him that parts ye. 
(Taking 'em aſunder, they draw. 


L.Gall. Hold, I command ye, hold ! 
Sir Char. There reſt my Sword to all Eternity. (Lay: his Sword at her feet 
L. Gall. Now I conjure ye both, by all your Honour, 
If /you were Cer acquainted with that Vertue, 
To ſee my face no more, 
Who durſt diſpute your intereſt in me thus, 
As for a common Miſtreſs, in your Drink. 
She goes ont, and all but Wild. Sir Anth, and Sir Char. 
who ſtands ſadly looking after her. 
Sir Anth. A heavenly Girl —— now ſhe's gone, by,George, [am fordiſpu- 
ting your Title to her by dint of Sword. 
Sir Char. 1 wo'not fight. | 
C VVld. 
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Wild. Another time we will decide it, Sir. (Wild, goes out. 

Sir Anth. After your whining Prologue, Sir, who the Devil would have expetted 
ſuch a Farce ? m— Come, Charles, take up thy Sword, Charles ;—e-and, d'ye hear, 
forget me this Woman, —— | 

Sir Char. Forget her, Sir ! there never was a thing ſo excellent ! 

Sir Anth. You lie, Sirrah, you lie, tbere's a thouſand 
As fair, as young, and kinder, by this day. : 

We'll into th' Country, Charles, where every Grove 
Afﬀeords us Ruſtick beauties, 

That know no Pride nor Painting, 

And that will take it and-te thankful, Charles ; 

Fine wholſome Girls that fall like ruddy Fruit, 

Fit for the gathering, Charles. 

Sir Char. Oh, Sir, I cannot reliſh the coarſe Fare, 
But what's all this, Sir, to my preſent Paſſion ? 

Sir Anth. Paſſion, Sir ! you ſhall have no Paſſion, Sir. 

Sir Char, No Paſſion, Sir ! ſhall | have life and breath ? 

Sir Anth. It may be not, Sirrah, if it be my will and pleaſure, 

Why how now ! ſawcy Boys be their own Carvers ? 

Sir Char. Sir, I am all Obedience. (Bowing and ſighing. 

Sir Anh, Obedience ! Was ever ſuch a Blockhead ! why then if I command it, 
you will not love this Woman ? . 

Sir Char, No, Sir ? 

Sir Anth, No, Sir | But I ſay, Yes, Sir, love her me; and love her me like a man 
too, or I'll renounce ye, Sir, 

Sir Char. I've tryd all ways to win-upon her heart, 

Preſented, writ, watcht, fought, pray'd, kneel'd, and wept. 

Sir Anth. Why there's it now ; I thought ſo : kneel'd and wept ! a Pox unon 
thee --I took thee for a prettier fellow b 
You ſhou'd a hufft and bluſter*d at her door ; 

Been very impudentand ſawcy, Sir ! 

Lewd, ruffling, mad; courted at all hours and ſeaſons ; 
Let hcr not reſt, nor eat, nor ſleep, nor vilit. 

Believe me, Charles, women love importunity. 

Watch her cloſe, watch her like a Witch, Boy, 

Til ſhe confeſs the Devil in her, — Love. 

S;r Char. 1 cannot, Sir, 

Her Eyes ſtrike ſuch awe into my Soul: 

Sir Anth. Strike ſuch a Fiddle+itick.—Sirrah, I ſay, do't ; what, you can towſe a 
Wench as handſomely— You can be lewd enough upon occaſion. I know not the 
Lady,nor her Fortune ; but I'm reſoly'd thou ſhalt have her, with praftiſing alittle 
Courtſhip of my mode. Come —— 

Come, my Boy Charles, ſince you muſt needs be doing, 
Fl! ſhew thee how togo a Widow-wooving, 
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ACT the Second. 
SCENE theFirſt. A Room. 


Enter Charlot, Fopington, and Clacket: 


Charl. T," Nough, I've heard enough of Wilding's Vices,to know I am undone.(weep) 
Galliard his Miſtreſs too ? I never ſaw her, but 1 haye heard her 
fam'd tor Beauty, Wit, and Fortune. 
That Rival may be dangerous. 

Fop. Yes, Madam, the fair, the young, the witty Lady Galiard,evenin the height 
of all his love to you ; nay, even whilſt his Uncle courts her for a Wife, he deligns 
himſelf for a Gallant. . 

Charl. Wonderous Inconſtancy and Impudence ! 

Mrs, Clack. Nay, Madam, you may rely upon Mr. Fopingtors Information: there- 
fore if you reſpe* your Reputation retreat in time, 

Charl. Reputation ! tliat I forfeited when I ran away with your Friend Mr. W:1- 
ding. 

firs Clack. Ah, that ever I ſhou'd live to ſee (weeps) the ſole Daughter and Heir 
of Sir Nicholas Gettall, run away with one of the lewdeſt Heathens about Town ! 

Charl. How your Friend Mr. W;l/ding a Heathen gz and with you too Mrs. Clac- 
ket ! That Friend Mr. V:/4ing, who thought none ſo worthy as Mrs. Clackert,totruſt 
with ſo great a ſecret as his flight with me ; he a Heathen ! 

Mrs. Clack. Ay, and a poor Heathen too, Madam. .*Slife, if you muſt marry a 
man to buy him Breeches, marry an hoxceſt man, a religious man, a man that bears a 
Conſcience, and will do a woman ſome Reaſon -- Why here's Mr. Fopington, Madam; 
here's a Shape, here's a Face, a Back as ſtraight as an Arrow, I'll warrant. 

Charl. How ! buy him Breeches ! Has Wilding then no Fortune ? 

Fop. Yes, Faith, Madam, pretty well; ſo, ſo, asthe Dice run: and now and then 
he lights upon a ?Squire, or ſo, and between faic and foul play, he makes a ſhifr 
to pick a pretty Livelihood up. 

Charl. How ! does his Uncle allow him no preſent Maintenance ? 

Fop. No, nor future hopes neither : Therefore, Madam, I hope you will ſee the 
difference between him and a man of Parts, that adores you. (Smiling and bowirg. 

Charl. If I find all this true you tell me, I ſhall know how to value my ſelf and 
thoſe that love me. "<2 
_ This may be yet a Raſcal. 


Enter Maid 
Maid. Miſtreſs, Mr. Wilding's below. (Exit. 
Fop. Below ! Oh, Heavens, Madam; do not expoſe me to his lewd fury, for being 
too zealous in your Service. (1n preat diſorder, 
Charl, 1 will not let him know you told any : ing, Sir, 
; 2 


Fop. 


MO 
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Fop. Death ! to beſeen here, would expoſe my Life. 


] : (To Clacket, 
Mrs. Clack. Here, here, ſtep out upon the Stair-caſe, and flipinto my Chamber, 
| [Going ont, returns in fright. 

Fop. ?Owns, he's here ! lock the door faſt; let himnot enter. 
Mrs. Clack. Oh, Heavens, I haye not the Key ! hold it, hold it faſt, ſweet, ſweet 
Mr. Foping. Oh, ſhould there be murder done, what a ſcandal wou'd that be to the 


houſe of a true Proteſtant ! (Knocks, 

Charl. Heavens ! what will he ſay and think, to ſee me ſhut in with a man ? 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, II ſay yowre ſick, aſleep, or ont of hamovr, 

Charl, Vd pl vethe World to ſee him. (Knocks. 

1ild. (Without) Charlot, Charlor | Am I deny*d an entrance ? By Heaven, Fl 
break the door, (Knocks again ;, Fop. ſtill holding it. 

Fop. Oh, Pm a dead man, dear Cl-cket ! (Knocking ſtill, 

Mrs. Clack, Oh, hold, Sir, Mrs Charlot is very ſick, 

VVild. How, ſick, and I kept from her ! 

Mrs. Clzck. She begs you'll come again an hour hence, 

VVi1d. Delay'd, by Heaven 1 will have entrance, 

Fop. Ruin'd ! undone / for if he do not kill me, he may ſtarve me. 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, heawill brezk in upon us! Hold, Sir, hold alittle z Mrs, Charlor 
is juſt--jaſt--ſhifring her ſelf, Sir : you will not be ſo uncivil as to preſs in, I hope, 
at ſuch a time. 

Charl. I have a fine time orft between ye, to have him think I am ſtripping my 
ſelf before Mr. Foppington.—— Let go, or Pl1 calf out and tel] him all, 

Wild. breaks open the door and ruſhes in : Fop. ſtands cloſe up at the entrance till be 
is paſt him, then venturing to ſlip out, finds Wild. has made faſt the door ;, ſo he 
ts forc'd to return again and ſtand cloſe up behind Wild: with ſigns of fear. 

VVild. How now, Charlt, what means this newunkindneſs? What, not a word ? 

Charl. There is ſo little Muſick in my voice, you do not care to kear it; you 
haye been better entertain'd, I find, mightily employ'd, no doubr. 

FY/ild. Yes Faith, and fo I have, Chart : Damn'd Buſineſs, that Enemy to Love, 
has made me rude. 

Charl. Or that other Enemy to Love, damn'd Wenching. 

VVild Wenching ! how ill haſt thou tin''d thy Jealouſie! 

W hat Banker, that to morrow 1s to pay a mighty ſum, wou'd venture ont his ſtock 
to day.in little parcels, and loſe his Credit by it ? | 

Charl. You wou'd perfidious as you are, though all your Fortune, all your future 
Health, depended 'on that Creoir. gry. 

PV1/d. So: Hark ye, Mrs. Clacker, you have been prating I find in my abſence, 
giving me a handſome charaQter to Charlor—-You hate any good thing ſhou'd go 
by your own Noſe. (Aſide to Clacket, 

Mrs. Clack, By my Noſe, Mr. Y//lding! | defie you : Pd have you to know, I ſcorn 
any good thing ſhou'd go by my Noſe 1n an uncivil way. 

VFVild. Ibeleve fo, 

Mrs. Clack. Have I beenthe Confidenttoall your ſecrets this three years, in ſick- 
neſs and in health, for richer, for poorer ; concealed the nature of your wicked 
Diſcaſes, under the honeſt name of Szrfeits; call'd your filthy Surgeons, Mr,DoGter, 
to 
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to keep up your Reputation ; civily receiv*d your t'other-end-of-the Town young, 


Relations at all hours —— 


YVVild. Qigh ! : : 
Mrs. Clack. Been up with yor, anddown with you early and late, by night and by 


day ; let you in at al} kours, drunk and ſober, ſingle and double ; and civily with- 
drawn, and modeſtly ſhut the door after me ? 

VVild. Whir ! the ſtorm's up, and the Devil cannot lay it. 

Mrs. Clack. And I am thus rewarded for my pain / (Veeps. 

V/ild. So Tempeſts are allay'd by ſhowers of Rain. 

Mrs. Clack. That I ſhou'd be charg'd with ſpeaking i11 of you, ſo honeſt, ſo civil 
a Gentleman -—-- —-— | 

Charl. No, I have better witneſs of your falſhood. 

Fop. Hah, 'sdeath, ſhe'll name me / 

VVild. What mean you, my Charlot ? | 
Do you not think I love you ? 

Charl. Go ask my Lady Galliard, ſhe keeps the beſt account of all your Sighs and 
Vows, 


And robs me of my deareſt ſofter hours. (Kindly to bim. 
Mrs. Clack, You cannot hold from being kind to him. (Aſide. 


VVild.. Galiard ' How came ſhe by that ſecret of my life ? (aſide.) Why ay, tis 
true, I am there ſometimes about an Arbitration, about a Suit in Law, about my 
Uncle, . 

Charl, Ay, that Uncle too 
You ſwore to me you were your Uncles Heir ; 

But you perhaps may chance to get him one, 

If the Lady prove not cruel, + 
VVild. Death and the Devil, what Raſcal has been prating to her ! (Aſide. 
Charl. Whilſt I am reſerv'd for a dead lift, if Fortune prove unkind, or wicked 


Uncies refraCtory, 


Yet I cou'd love you, though you were a flave, (Ia a ſoft tone to him. 
And I were Queen of ail. tae Univerſe. 
Mrs. Clack. Ay, there you ſpoil'd allagain you forgot your ſelf, 
- Charl, Andall the world, when he looks kingly on me. 
But PII take courage, and be very angry. (Aſide. 


Nor does your Pcrjuries reſt here ; you're equaHy as falſe to Galiard, asto me; falſe 
for a little Miſtreſs of the Town, whom you've ſet up in ſpight to Quality. CAngry 
Mrs, Claci. So, that were home and handſome. 
Wild. What damn'd Informer does ſhe keep in Penſion Z 
Charl. And can you think my Fortune and my Youth 


Merits no better Treatment ? ( dngry. 
How con'd you have the heart to uſe me ſo ? (Soft to him. 
I fall inſenſibly to Love and Fondnefſs, ( Aſide. 


ild. Ah 


, my dear Charlor! you who know my heart, can you believe me falſe ? 


harl. In every Syllable, in eyery Look : 
Your Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit , 
You faid you lov'd ;ne, where was then yourtruth ? 


You: 
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You ſwore you were to be your Uncle's Heir : 
Where was your confidence of me the while, 
To think my Generoſity ſo ſcanted, 
To love you for your Fortune ? 
How every look betrays my yielding heart ! { Jijide. 
No, ſince men are grown vo cunning in their 
Trade of Love, the neceſlary Vice Il practice too, 
And chaffer with Love-Merchants for my Hcarrt. 
Make it appear you are your Uncles Heir, 
Fll marry. ye to morrow, 
Of all thy Cheats, that was the moſt unkind, 
Becauſe you thonght to conquer by that Lye. 
To night ['l] be reſolv'd. 
Wild. Hum ! to night ! ; 
Charl. To night, or I will think you love me for my Fortune ; which if you find 
eliewhere to more advantage, ; 
I may nnpitied die — and | ſhould die 
If you ſhould prove untrue. (Tenderly to him. 
Mrs. Clack. There you've daſht all again. 
Wild. 'm reſolv'd to keep my credit with her ; _— Her&s my hand : 
This night, Charter, PIl let ycu ſee the Writings. 
_ But how, a Pox of him that knows for 1homas. [L Aſide, 
Charl, Hah, that Hand without the Ring / 
Nay, never ſtudy for a handſome Lye. 
Wild. Ring ! Oh, ay, Ileft it in my Dreſling-room this morning, 
Charl. See how thou haſt inurd thy 1 ongue to falſhood / 
Did you not ſend it to a certain Creature 
They call Diana, 
From off that hand that plighted Faith to me ? 
Wild. By Heaven '*tis Witchcraftall, 
Unleſs this Villain Fopingrom betray me. 
Thoſe ſort of Raſcals will do any thing 
For ready Meat and Wine—T kill the Fool-—— hah, here ! 
Fop. Here, Lord! Lord ! [_T uriis quick and ſees him behind him, 
Where were thy Eyes, dear Wilding ? - 
Wild. Where they have ſpy'd a Raſcal. 
Where was this property conceal'd ? : 
Fop. Conceal'd ! What doſt thou mean, dear Tom ? Why I ſtood zs plain as the 
Noſe on thy face mun. 
WW1d. But *tis the ungratefull quality of all your ſort, to make ſuch baſe returns. 
How got this Rogue admittance, and when in, 
The Impudence to tell bis Treacherous Lyes ? 
Fop. Admittance ! Why thou'rt ſtark mad : Did not 1 come in with you, that is, 
follow'd you ? 
Wild. Whither ? 
Fop. Why into the houſe, up {airs, ſtood behind you when you ſwore you wou'd 
COMe 11, and follow'd you in, : Wild, 
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Wild. All this, and I not ſee / | | 

Fop. Oh, Love's blind ; but this Lady ſaw me, Mrs. Clacket ſaw me.-—Admit- 
tance quotha ! 

Wild. Why did you not ſpeak? _. x 

Fop. Speak! | was ſoamaz'd at what I heard, the villanous ſcandals laid on you by, 
ſome pick-thank Rogue or other, I had no power, 

Wild. Ay, thou knowſt how am wrong'd, 

Fop. Oh, moſt damnably, Sir ! 

H/ild. Abuſe me to my Miſtreſs too ! 

Fop, Oh, Villains! Dogs ! 

Charl. Do you think they've wrong'd him, Sir ? for Il] believe you, 

Fop. Do I think, Madam ? Ay, I think him a Sonof a Whore that ſaid it ;, and 
F11 cut's Throat. | 

Mrs. Clack. Well, this Impudence in a heavenly Vertue / 

Wild. You ſeenow, Madam, how Innocence may ſuffer, 

Charl. In ſpight of all thy villanous diſſembling,- 

I muſt believe, and love thee for my quiet. 

Wild. That's kind ; and if before to morfow I do not ſhew you l deſerve your 
Heart, kill me at once by quitting me —Farewel.— [| goes ot wich Fop.] I know 
both my Uncle's Will and other Writings lie, by which he made me Heir to his 
whole Eſtate. | 

My craft will be incatching ; whichif paſt, 
Her Love ſecures me the kind Wench at laſt. ( Aſide. 

Mrs. Clack. What if he ſhoud not chance to keep his word now ? 

Charl. How if he ſhou'd not ? by all that's good, if he ſhov'd not, I am refolv'd 

to marry him howeyer: We two may make a pretty ſhift with three thouſand, 
pound a year ; yet 1 wou'd fain be reſoiv'd how affairs ſtand between the old Gen- 
tleman and him. I wov'd give the world to fee that Widow too, that Lady Gal 
liard. 
Mrs. Clack. 1f you're bent upon't, PII tell you what we'll do, Madam : There's 
every day mighty Feaſting here at his Uncles hard by, and you ſhall diſguiſe your- 
ſelf as well as you can, and ſo go for a Neice of mine I have coming out of Scorlapd - 
there you will not fail of ſeeing my Lady Galiard, though Idoubt, not Mr. VW:1ding, 
who is of late diſcarded. 

Charl. Enough ; 1 am reſolv'd upon this deſign : Let's in and prattice the Nor- 
thern DialeQ, (Exit both. 
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SCENE the Second. The Street. 


Enter Wilding and Fopington. 


Wild. But then Diana took the Ring atlaſt ? - 
Fop. Greedily ; but rail'd, and ſwore, and ranted at your late unkindnefs, and 
wou'd not be appeas'd, 


Enter 
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Enter Dreſſwel], 

11/4. Dreſſwell, 1 was juſt-going to ſee for thee, 

Drefſ. Pm glad, dear Tom, I'm here to ſerve thee, 

Wiid. hnd now Fve found thee, thou mult along with me, 

Dr. Whither ? But V'Il not ask, but ovey. 

};”'. Toa kind finner, Frank, 

D; ;/. Pox on%emall : prithee tvrn out thoſe petty Tyrantsof thy Heart, and fir 
i? for a Monarch, Love, dear Wilding, of whics thou never knewſt the pleaſure yer, 
-Or not above a day, 7 

IVi1d. Not knew thepleaſure! Death,the very Eſſence, the firſt draughts of Love: 
Ah, how pleafant 'tis to'drink wiwnti.a mans airy ! 

The reſt is-all but dully ſipping on. 

Dr+ſſ. And yet this Diana, for thither thou art going, thou haſt been conſtant to 
this three or four years. ey 

Vil. A conſtant Keeper thou meanſt; which is indced enough to get the ſcan- 
dal of a Coxcomb: But 1 know not, thoſe fort of Baggages have a kind of Faſcination 
ſo inticing— and faith, aſter the Fatigues of Formal Viſits to a Mansdull Relations, 
or what's as bad, to womenof Quality ; after the bulie AfiQtions of the day, and 
the Debauches of the tedious Night, I tell thee, Frank, a man's beſt Retirement is 
with a ſoft kind Wench. But to ſay truth, I have a farther deſign in my Viſit 
now. Thou knowſt how I ſtand paſt hope of Grace, excommunicated the Kindneſs 
of my Uncle. 

Dreſſ. rue. 

Wild. My lewd Debanches, and being o'th* wrong Party, as he calls it, is now be- 
come an irreconcilable Qrarrel : ſo that I having many and hopefull Intrigues now 
depending,eſpecially theſe of my charming Widow, and my City- Heireſs, which can 
by no means be carrYd on without that damn'd Neceſſary call'd Ready Money.. I 
have ſtretcht my Credit, as®ll young Heirs do, till'risquite broke, New Liveries, 
Coaches, and Cloathes muit be had, they muſt, my Friend. 

Drefſ. Why doſt thou not in this Extremity clap up a Match with my Lady Gal- 
lard ? or this young Heireſs you ſpeak of ? | 

Wild. But Marriage, Frank, is ſuch a Bug-bear! And this old Uncle of mine may 
one day be gathered together, and ſleep with his Fathers, and then I ſhall have ſix 
thoaſand pound a year, and the wide world before me ; and who the Devil cou'd 
reliſh theſe bleſſings with the clog of a Wife behind him ? —-But till then, Money 
muſt be hed, I fay. 

Fop. Ay but how, Sir ? 

W:1d. Why, trom the old Fountain, Jack, my Uncle ; he has himſelf decreed it : 
he tells me 1 muſt liveupon my Wits, and will, Frazk. 

Fop. Gad, I'm impatieat to know how. | 

Wild. I believe thee, for thou art out at Elbows : and when [ thrive, you ſhow 
Pth' Pit, behind the Scenes, and Cof :e-houſes. Thy Breeches give a better account 
of my Fortune, than Lilly with all his Schemes and Stars, 

Fop. | own, 1 thrive by your influence, Sir. 

Dreſſ. Well ; butto your Proje&, Friend : to which I'll ſet a helping Hand, a 
' Heart, a Sword, and Fortune. 

Wild, 
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Wild You make good what my Soul concetves of you, Let'sto Dirathen, and 

there P1I tell thee all. G oing out, they mect Diana, who enters with br Alaid 
Betty, and Loy; louks angrily, 
Diana, 1 was juſt going to thy Lodgings! 

Dian, Oh las, you are too much taken up with your rich City-Heireſs. 

Wild. That's ro cauſe of quarrel between you and I, Diana : you were wont to 
be as impatient fur my marrying, as 1 for the death of my Uncle: for your rickWife 
ever oblizes her Husbands Miſtreſs; and women of your ſort, Djaza, ever thrive 
better by Adultery than Fornication, 

Dian. Do, try to appeaſe the eaſie Fool with theſe fine Expectations :—No, 1 
have been too often flatter'd with the hopes of your marrying a rich Wife,and then 
I was to have a Settlement ; but inſtead of that, things go backward with me, my 
Coach is vaniſh'd, my Servants dwindled into one neceſſary Woman and a Boy, 
which to fave Charges, is too ſmall for any ſervice ; my twentyGuinea's a weak, jn- 
to forty Shillings : a hopeful Reformation ! 

Wild. Patience, Diana, things will mend in time. 

Dian, When, 1 wonder? Summer's come, yet [am ſtill in my embroider'd Manto, 
when I'm dreſt, lin'd with Velvet ; *twon' give one a Fevor but to look at me : 
yet ſtill I am flainm'd oft with hopes ofa rich Wife, whoſe fortune 1 am to laviſh. 
——— But I ſee you have neither Conſcience nor ReliSion in you; 1 wonder whata 
Deyil will b:come of your Soul for thus dcluding me ! (Veeps, 

171d. By Reaven, I love thee ? 

Dian. Love me! whatif you do? how far will that goat the Exchange for Point? 
Will the Mercer take it for currant Coin ?---But 'tis no matter, I muſt love a Wir, 
with a Pox, when I might have had ſo many Fools of Fortune ; But the Devil take 
me, if you deceive me any longer. [iVeeping. 

Wild. You'll keep your word, nodoubt, now you have ſworn. 

Dian. So I will. I never go abroad, but I gain new Conqueſt. Happy*s the 
man that can approach neareſt the fide-byx where ſit at a Play, tolook at me; but 
if I daign to ſinile on him, Lord, how the o'erjoy?d Creature returns it with a bow 


low as the very Benches ! Then riſing, ſhakes his Ears, looks round with Pride, to }. 


fee who took notice how much he was in favour with charming Mrs. Dy. 

VVild. No more : Come, let's be Friends, Diana, for you and I muit manage an 
Uncle of mine. 

Dian. Damn your Projedts, Pil have none of 'em. 

Mild, Here, here's the beſt ſoftner of 2 womans heart; ?riz Gol], two hundred 
Pieces : Go, lay it on, till you ſhzme Quality, (to plain Silk and Fringe, 

Dizz. Lord you have the ſtrangeſt power of perſwaſion !-— Nay, it you boy my 
Peace, I canaftord a penyworth, 

IViid. $o thou canſt of any thing about thee. 

D;an. \Well, your Project, my dear Tommy ? 

Wild. Thus then-— Thov, dear Frazk, ſhalt to my Uncle, tell him that Sir 5\- 
cholas Gettall, as he knows, being dead, and having left, as he Knov:s too, one only 
Davnghter his whole Executrix, Mrs. Charlot, I have by my civil atid modeſt aehavi- 
our, ſo won upon her heart, that two nights ſince ſhe lett her Fathers Country-houſe 
at L::ſum in Kent, in ſpight of all her ſtrict Guards, and run away with me. 

D Dref. 


ff - 
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Dreff, How, wilt thou tell him cf it then ? 

Wild. Hear me — That I have hitherto ſecur'd her at a Friends houſe here in the 
City ; but diligent ſearch being now made, dare truſt her there no longer. And 
make it my humble Requeſt by you, my Friend, (who are only privy to this ſecret) 
that he wou'd give me leave to bring her heme to his houſe ; whoſe very Authority 
will defend her from being ſought tor there. 

Drefſ. Ay, Sir, but what will come of this, I ſay ? 

Iild. Why a Settlement : You know he has already made me Heir to all ke has, 
after his deceaſe ; but for bcinga wicked Tory, as he calls me, he has after theWri- 
tings were made, ſign'd, and ſeal'd, refus'd to give'em intruſt. Now when he ſees 
I have made my ſelf Maſter of ſo valt a Fortune, he. will immediately ſurrezder; that 
| Teconclles all again, 

Drefſ. Very likely.; but wo thon truſt him with the Woman, Thomas. 

Wild. No; here's Diana, who as I ſhall bedizen, ſhall paſs for as ſubſtantial an 
Alde: mans Heireſs, as ever fell into wicked hands. He never knew the rizht Char- 
lot, nor indeed has any body ever ſzen her but an old Aunt and Nurſe, ſhe was ſo 
kept up — And there, D:-za, thou ſhalt have a good opportunity to lye, diflem- 
ble, and gilt in abundance too _ thy hand inure, 

P1ithee, dear Dreſſwel, haſt with the news to him. 
Drefſ. Faith, | ike this well enough; this Proje&t may take, and I'll about it. 
(Goes ont, 

Wild. Go, get ye home, and trick and betawder your ſelf up like a right City- 
{ ady, rich, but i}I-faſhiond ; on with all your Jewels, but not a Patch, ye Giplie, 
a0r 10 Spariſh Paint, d ye hear. 

Dias, Vilwarrant you for my part. 

V71d. Then before the old Gentleman, you muſt behaveyour ſelf very ſoberly, 
mple, and demvre, and Jook as prew as ata Conventicle; and take heed you drink 
:;0t off your Glaſs at Table, nor rant, nor ſwear ; one Oath confounds our Plot,and 
»etrays thee to be an errant Drab.*? 7 

D:aa, Doubt not my Art of Diſlimulation, 

FTVild. Go, haſte and dreſs [Exit Dian, Bet. and Boy. 

Enter Lady Gell. and Cloſet, above in the Balcony ;, Wild. going out, ſees them, ſtops, 
and reads a Paper. 

F7ild. Hah, who's yonder, the Widow ! a Pox upon't, now have I not power to 
ſtir : ſhe has a damr'd hank upon my heart, and nothing but right down lying 
with her, will diſfolve the Charm, She has forbid me ſecing her, and therefore 1 
am ſure will the ſnoner take notice of me. (Reads, 

Cloſ. What will you put on too night, Madam ? you know you arc to Sup at Sir 
Timothy Treat-alls. | 

!.Ca//. Time enough for that ; prithee let's take a turn in this Balconey, this 


Footman go back; as I order'd him, to ſee how Y/14;ng and Sir Charles parted ? =” 
Clef. He did, Madam; and nothing cou'd provoke Sir Charles to fight after your 
Lady ſhips ſtrict Commands. Well, PIl ſwear he's the ſweeteſt natur'd Gentleman — 
has all the advantages of Nature and Fortune : I wonder what Exception your La- 
dyſhip bas to him ? . 
L. Gall. 


City-garden, where we walk to take the freſh Air of the Sea-coal-ſmoak. Did the. 
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L. Gall. Some ſmall Exception to his whining hnmour ; but I think my chicfeit 
Ciſlike is, becauſe my Relations wiſh it a Match between us, 
It is not hate to him, but natural contradiction, Hah, isnot that FVilding yonder ? 
he's reading of a Letter ſure. | 

Wild. So, ſhe ſees me. Now for an Art to make her lure me up : for though 1 
have a greater mihd than ſhe, it ſhall be all her own; the Match ſhe told me of this 
morning with my Uncle, ſticks plaguily upon my ſtomach ; I muſt break the neck 
on'r, or break the Widows beart, that's certain, If 1 advance towards the door 
now, ſhe-frowningly retires, if I paſs on, *cis likely ſke may call we. (Advances, 

L. Gal. 1 think he's paſling on, 

Without ſo wuch as looking towards the window, 

Clef. He's glad of the excuſe of being forbidden, 

L. Gall. But, Cl;/ct, knowſt thou not he has abusg'd my fane, 
And does he thiuk to paſs thus unuphraided-? 

Is there no Art to make him look this way ? 
No trick ? - Prithee faign to laugh, , (Clol. laughs. 

VVild. $5, I ſhall not anſwer to that Call. 

F. Gal!, He's going ! An, Clſer, my Fan !/— (Lets fail her Fan juſt as be paſſes by ; 
be rakes it up, and tooks vp.) Cry mercy, Sir, I'm ſorry 1 mult trouble you to bring 

It. 


Vil. Faith, ſo amI ; and you may ſpare my pains, and ſend your Woman tor't, 
I am 1n haſte, 
L. Gall. Then the quickeſt way will be to bring it. 

(Goes out of the Balcony with Cloſet, 
W:ld. 1 knew I ould be drawn in one way or other, A 


SCENE changes to a Chamber. 


Enter L. Gall. Cloſet to them : Wilding delivers the Far, and is retiring. 


L. Gall. Stay ; I hear yowre wonderous free of your Tongue, when 'tis let looſe 
on me. 

PVild Who I, Widow ? I think of no ſuch triffes, 

L. Gall, Such Railers neyer think when they're abuſtve; but ſomething you have 
ſid, a Lye ſo infamous ! * | : 

Wild. A Lye, and infamous of you ! impoſſible! 

What was it that I calPd you, Wiſe or Honeſt ! 

L. Gall. How, can you accuſe me with the want of either ? 

VFVild. Yes, of both : Had you a grainof Honeſty, or intended ever to be thought 
ſo, wou'd you have the impudence to marry an old Coxcomb, a Fellow that will 
not ſo much as ſerve you for a Cloak, he is fo viſibly and undeniably impotent ? 

L. Gall, Your Uncle you mean, 

Wild. 1do ; who has not known the joy of Fornication this thirty year, and: now 
the Devil and you have put it into his head to marry, forſooth. Oh the Felicity of 
the Wedding-night ! \ 

1. Galt, Which you, with all your railing Rhetorick, ſhall not have power to, 
hinder, D 2 Wild 


4 
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);14. Not if you can help it : for I perceive you are reſolved to bea lewd incor- 
rigible ſinner, and marry'ſt this ſeditious doting fool my Uncle, only to hang him 
out for the ſign of the Cuckold, to give notice where Beauty is to be purchayd, for 
fear otherwiſe we ſhould miſtake, and think thee honeſt. 

L. Gall, So much for my want of Honeſty; my Wir is the Part of the Text you 
are to handle next. , 

{{://, Let the World judge of that by this one ation : This marriage undiſpu- 
cally ry33 y24 both of your Reputationand Pleaſure, Marry an old Fool, becauſe 
;-»rich! when ſo many handſome proper younger Brothers wou'd be glad of 
Von. I 

', O* which hopefull number your ſelf are one. 

11/7, Who, I ! Bear witneſs, Cloſet ; take notice I'm upon my Marriage, Widow, 

and ich a ſcandal on my Reputation might ruine me : therefore have a care. what 
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you jay 

L. Gall. Ha, ha, ha, Marriage ! Yes, I hear you give it-out, you are to be married 
Lo me : for which Defamation, if 1 be not Reveng'd, hang me, 

VVild. Yes, you are reveng'd : I had the fame of vanquiſhing where-e're I laid 
my Siege, till | kne » thee, hard hearted thee ; had the honeſt Repution of lying 
with the Magiſtrates Wives, when their Reverend Husbands were employ'd in the 
neceſſary Afﬀairs of the Nation, ſeditiouſly petitioning ; and then I was eſteemed ; 
but now they look on me asa monſterovs thing, -that makes honourable Love to 
you ; Oh hedijous, a Husband-Lover ! So that now I may proteſt, and ſwear, and” 
lye my heart ovr, I ſind neither Credit nor Kindneſs ; but when I beg for either, my 
Lady Galiard's thrown in my Diſh : Then they laugh aloud, and cry, Who would 
think it of gay, of fine Mr. Wilding ! Thus the City She-wits are let looſe upon 
me, and all for you, ſweat Widow ; but I am reſolv'd I will redeem my Reputation 
again, if never ſeeing you nor writing to you more, will do it : And fo farewel, 
faithleſs and ſcandalous honeſt Woman: 

L, Gall, Stay, Tyrant. 

Wild. 1 am engag'd. 

L. Gall, You are not. 

Wild lam, and am reſolv'd to looſe no more time on a peeviſh Woman, who va- 
Ives her Honour above her Lover. (He goes ot, 

L.Gall. Go; this is the nobleſt way of loſing thee. 

Cloſ. Muſt not I call him back ? 

L. Gall. No: If any honeſt Lover come; admit him ; I will forget this Devil. 
Fetchme ſome Jewels ; the Company to night at Sir T:mothy's may divert me. 
| (She ſits down before ber Glaſs, 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Madam, one Sir Anthony Meriwill wou'd ſpeak with your Ladyſhip. 

L. Gall. Admit him ; ſure *tis Sir Charles his Uncle: if he come to treat a Match 
with me for his Nephew, he takes me in the critical minute. Wou'd he but leave 


» his whining, I might love him, if *twere but in revenge. 


Enter Sir Anthony Meriwill and S;r Charles. 

Sir Anth, So, I have tutor'd the young Rogue, I hope he'll learn in time. - Good . 
day to your Ladyſhip ; Charles [putting him forward] my Nephew here, Madam— 
Sirrah-— 
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Sirrah—nctwithſtanding your Ladyſhips Commands Look how he ſtands now, 
being a mad young Raſcal !— Gad, he word wait on your Ladyſhip-—A Devil on 
him, ſee if he'll budge now---For he's a brisk Lover, Madam, when he once begins, 


A Pox on him, he'll ſpoil all yet. 

L.Ga!t, Pleaſe you lit, Sir. 

Sir Char, Madam, I beg your Pardon for my Rudeneſs. 

L.Gall, Still whining ? — [ Dreſſing her ſelf careleſly. 

Sir Anth. D'ye hear that, Sirrah ? Oh damn it, beg pardon / The Rogue's quite - 
out of's part. 

Sir Char. Madam, I fear my Viſit is unſeaſonable, 

Sir Anth. Unſeaſonable ! Damn'd Rogue, unſeaſonable to a Widow / — Quite” 
out. 
L. Gall. There are indeed ſome Ladies that wou'd be angry at an untimely Viſit, 
before they've put on their beſt faces ; but I am none of thoſe that wou'd be fair in 
ſpight of Nature, Sir, - Put on this Jewel here, [To Cloſ. 

Sir Char. That Beauty needs no Ornamant, Heayen has been too bountiful. 

Sir Anth. Heaven ! Oh Lord, Heayen ! a Puritanical Rogue, he courts her like 
her Chaplain. ( Aſide vexe. 

L. Gal, You are ſtill ſo full of Univerſity-Compliments ——- 

Sir Anth. D'ye hear that, Sirrah ?—Ay fo he is, ſo he is indeed, Madam. —— To: 
her like a man, ye Knave, ., (aſide to him. 

Sir Char. Ah, Madam, I am come! 

Sir Anth. To ſhew your ſelf a Coxcomb, 

L. Gall. To tire me with diſconrſes of your Paflion, 


Fie, how this curl fits !. 

( Looking is the Glaſs, 

Sir Char. No, you ſhall hear no more of that ungrateful ſubje&, 

Sir Anth. Son of a Whore, hear no more of Love, damn'd Rogue ! Madam, by 
George helies; he does come to ſpeak of Love, and make Love, and todo Love, and 
all for Love. - Not come to ſpeak of Love, with a Pox "Owns, Sir, behave 
your ſelf like a man ; be impudent, be ſawcy, forward, bold, towzing, and lewd, 
d'ye hear, or Pl] beat thee before her. Why whata Pox ! (Afideto him, he minds itnor. 

Sir Char. Finding my hopes quite loſt in your unequal Favours to young Wilding, 
Pm quitting the Town, | 

L. Gall. You will do well to do ſo, —— Lay by that Necklace; Pl] wear Pearl to 
day. (To Clof, 

Sir Anth. Confounded Blockhead ! — By George, helyes again, Madam. A. Dog, 
I'll diſ-interit him. ( 4f5de.) He quit the T own, Madam ! no, not whilſt your Lady- 
ſhip isin it, to my knowledge. He'll live in the Town, nay, in the Street where 
you live; nay, in the Houſe; nay, in the very Bed, by George ; I've heard him a 
thouſand times ſwear-it. Swear it now, Sirrah : Look, look, how he ſtands now ! 
Why dear Charles, good Boy, ſwear a little, ruifle her, and ſwear damn ir, ſhe ſhall 
have none but thee. (aſide 0 him. Why you little think, Madam, that this Nephew 
of mine is one of the maddeſt Fellows in all Devonſhire. 

L. Galt, Wou'd 1 cov'd ſee't, Sir. 

Str Anth. See't ! look ye there, yeRogue,— Why'tis all his fault, Madam. He's 


ſeldom ſober ; then he has a dozen Wenches in pay, that he may with the _— 
thority 


i 
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thority break thetr windows, There”: never a Maid within forty milez of XMeriwill- 
hall to work a Mircale on, bnt all a;e Mothers. Hes 2 hopeful Youth, Pll ſay that 


for him. ; 
Sir Char, How 1 have lov'd you, my deſpairs hail witneſs ; for I willdie to pur- 
Chaſe your content. (She riſes, 


Sir Anth. Die, acamn'd Rogue ! Ay, ay, Viidiſ-inherent h:m : A Dog, die, with 
a Pox ! No, he'il be hang'd fiſt, Madoin, 
Sir Char. And ſure you'll pity me when I am ccad, . 
| Sir Abith, A Curſe on him; pity, with a Pox ! Pil give him ner a Syuſe. 
L.Ga!, Give me thas Efience bottle. [To Cloſ. 
$iz C47, But for a recompenſe of all my ſifferinos --.. .. 
i. Cal.” Sprinkle niy Handkereter with Tuberuf?, To Cloſ. 
Sir Char, I beg a favour you d afford a Nranxer, 
L. Gal. Sooner perhaps. Wint Jevet's hit, [To Clof, 
Cl-/. One Str Charles erin ill 
L. Gab. Sent, and you received withoat my order ! 
No wonder that he looks fo {curvily, 
Gay lim the trifle back to mend kis humour, 
Sir Anh. I thank yon, Macaim, for that repromand. Look in that Glaſs, Sir, 
and ad'1ire that ſneaking Coxconti's Conntenance of yours : A Pox on him, hes 
paſt Grace, Joit, gone, nota Soule, not a Groat ; good buy to you, Sir. Madam, I 
beg, your pardon ; the next rime | come a wooing, It ſhall be for my ſelf, Madam, 
and I have ſomething that will jutife it too ; but as for this fellow, if your Lady- 
ſhip have e'er a ſmall page at leijure, 1 defire he may have order to kick bim down 
ftairs. A damn'd Rogue, to be civil now, when he ſhou'd have behav'd himſelf 
handſomely ! Notan Acre, nota Shilling—buy, Sir Softhcad. (going out, meers Wild. 
and rcturas.) Hah, who have we here, hum, the fine mad Fellow ? So, ſo, he'll 
ſwindge him I hope ; [1] ſtay to haye the pleaſure of ſeeing it done, 
Emer Wilding, bruſhes by Sir Charles, 


VV1ld. 1 was ſure *twas Herinil's Coach at door, (Aſide. 
Sir Char. Hah, Wilding ! 
Sir Auth. Ay, now Sir, here's one will waken ye, Sir. (To. Sir Char. 


Wild, How now, Widow, you are always giving Audience to Lovers, I ſce. 
Sir Char. You're very free, Sir. 
VTV.1d. 1 m always ſe in the Widows Loggines, Sir. 
, Si Anth, A rare Fellow ! 
Sir Char. You will not do't elſewhere ? 
Wild. Not with ſo much Authority. 
Sir z4av, An-admirable Fellow ! I muſt be acquainted with him. 
Sir Char. Is this the Reſpe@& you pay women of her Quality ? 
I/i1d, The Widow knows | ſtand not muchupon Ceremonies, 
$7r Anth, Gad, he ſhall be my Heir. (Aſie ftill, 
L. Ga//, Pardon him, Sir, this is his Cambridge-breeding, 
Sir nth. Ay fo *tis, fo 'tis, that two years there quite ſpoil'd him, 
; ""— Sir, if you've any further buſineſs with me, ſpeak it; if not, I'm going 
iy ID 
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Sir Char. Madam, in ſhort ——— 

Sir Anth. In ſhort to a Widow, in ſhort! quite loſt. 

Sir Chay. I find you treat me ill for my Reſpet ; 

And when I court you next, 
| will forget how very much Ilove you. | 

Sir Anth. Sir, I ſha!]be proud of your farther acquaintance for I like, love, and 
honour you, [To Wild. ” 

Wild. Vl ſtudy to deſerve it, Sir. 

Sir Anth. Madam, your Servant, A damn'd ſneaking Dog to be civil and modeſt 
with a Pox |! CExit Sir Char. and Sir Anth. 

L. Gall. See if my Coach be ready, (Exie Cloſ. 

Wild. Whither are you janting now ? 

L.Gal!, Where you dare not wait on me ; to your Uncles to Supper. 

VVild. That Uncle of mine pimps for all the Sparks of his Party ; 

There they all meet and bargain without ſcandal : 
Fops of all ſorts and ſizes you may chuſe. 
Whig-land offers not ſuch another Market, 

Enter Cloſet:” 

Cleſ. Madam here's Sir Timothy Treat-all come to wait on your Ladyſhip to Sup- 

er. 

Wild. My Uncle ! Oh, damn him, he was born tobe my Plague : Not diſ-inhe- 
riting me had been ſo gre:t a diſappointment ; and if 'he ſees me here, I ruine all 
the Plots I've laid for him. Haz, he's here, . 

Enter Sir Tim, 

Sir Tim, How, my Nephew Thomas here ! 

FViid. Madam, I find-you can be cruel too, 
Knowing my Uncle has abandon'd me. 

Sir Tir, How now, Sir, what's your buſineſs here ? 

VVild. 1came to beg a Favour of my Lady Galzrd, Sir, knowing her Power and 
Quality here in the City. 

Sir Tim, How, a Favonr of my Lady Galiard ! The Rogue ſaid indeed he wou'd 
Cuckold me: (4fide.) Why, Sir, I thought you had been taken up with your rich 
Heireſs ! 

Wild. That was my buſineſs now, Sir : Having in my poſſeſſion the Daughter and 
Heir of Sir Nickolas Gettalt, T would have made uſe of the Authority of my Lady 
Galliard's houſe to have ſecur'd her, tillI got things in order for our Marriage ; but 
my Lady, to put me cf, crys, I have an Uncle. 

L. Gall. A well-contrived Lie. (= 

Sir Tim, Well, I have heard of your good Fortune ; and howeyer a Reprobate 
thou haſt been, Pll not ſhew my ſelf ſo undutiful an Uncle, as not to give the Gens 
tlewoman alittle honſe-room : I heard indeed ſhe was gone a week ago, 

And, Sir, my hovſe is at your Service. 

VVild. 1 humbly thank you, Sir. Madam, your Servant. A Pox upon him and 
all his Aſſociation, (Goes out. 
«+ Sir Tim, Come, Madam, my Coach waits beloiv. (Exit, 


ACK 
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A CT the Third 
SCENE. the Firſt, A Room. 


Fnter Sir Timothy Treat-all and Jervice. 
Sis Tim, Ere, take my Sword, 7ervice. What have you inquir'd as I directed 

H you concerning the rich Heireſs, Sir Nicholas Gertall's Daughter ? 

%r. Alas, Sir, inquir'd ! why "tis all the City News that ſhe's run away with one 
of the maddeſt Tories about Town. 

Sir Tim. Good Lord! Ay, ay, 'tis ſo ; the plaguy Rogue my Nephew has got 
her. That Heaven ſhon'd drap ſuch bleſſings in the mouths of the Wicked 5 Well, 
Tervice, what Company have we in the houſe, Jervice ? 

J-r, Why truly, Sir, a fine deal, conſidering there's no Parliament, 

Sir Tim. What Lords have we, Jervice, 

Fer .. Lords, Sir, truly none. 

Sir Tim? None ! what neer a Lord ! Some miſhap will befal me, ſome dire miC- 
chance ! neer a Lord, omin;us, oininous ! our Party dwindles daily, What, nor 
Earl, nor Marqueſs, nor Duke, nor n&er a Lord ? Hum, my Wine will lie moſt vil- 
lanouſly upon my hands to night, Jervice, What, have we ſtore of Knights and 
Gentlemen ? | 

Fer. 1 know not what Gentlemen there be, Sir ; but there are Knights, Citizens, 
their Wives and Daughters, | 

Sir Tim. Make us thankful for that ; our Meet will not lic upon our hands then, 
Fervice: INI fay that for our little Londovers, they areas tall fellows at a well-charg'd 
Board as any in Chriſtendom. 

Jer. Then, Sir, there's Nonconformiſt-Pari»ns. 

Sir Tim, Nay, then we ſhall haveaclear Board: for your true ProteſtantAppetite 
in a Lay-Elder, does a man s Tabie credit. 

Jer. Then, Sir, theres Country-Juſtices and Grand-Jury-men. 

Sir Tim, Well enough, well enough, Jervice. 

Enter Mrs. Senſure, 

Sen, Awtlike your Worſhip, Mr. Wilding is come in witha Lady richly dreſt ir, 
Jewels, mask'd, in his hand, and will not be deny'd ſpeaking with your Worſhi P. 

Sir Tim. Hah, rich in Jewels ! this muſt be ſhe. My Sword again, Fervice. -- 
Bring *em up, Senſzre, —— Prithee how doTlook to night, Jervice? (Setting himſelf, 

Zer. Oh, moſt methodically, Sir, F 

Y Enter W1ld. and Diana and Bctty, 

Wild. Sir, I have brought into you kind proteCtion the richet Jewel all Londo: 
can afford, fair Mrs. Charlot Gettall. 

Sir Tim. Bleſs us, ſhe's raviſhing fair ! Lady I had the honour of 2cing intimate 
with your worthy Father. I think he has been dead —_ 


T ian, 
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- Djan, Ifhe chaſtize me muchon that point, I ſhall ſpoilall, Alas, Sir, name him 
not ; for if you do, {weepizs) Pm ſurel cannot anſwer you one Queltion. [ Afide. 
Wild, For Heaven ſake, Sir, name not-her Father to her; the bare remembrance 
of him kills her. .., _ - | ( Aſide to him, 
. Sir Tim, Alas, poor Soul ! Lady I beg your pardon. How ſoft hearted ſhe's : I 
am inloye; I find already a kind of tickling of I know not what, run frisking thro? 


my Veins. _  (4ſrae. 
Bet, Ay, Sir, the good Alderman has been dead this twelvemonth juſt, and has 
leſt his Daughter here, my Miſtreſs, three thouſand pound a year. (Weeping. 
Sir Tim. Three thouſand pound a year! Yes, yes, I amin love. (Aſide. 


_ Bet. Beſides Money, Plate, and Jewels 
Sir Tim. I'll marry her out of hand, [aſide] Alas, I cou'd even weep too ;, but 
tis in vain. Well, Nephew, you-may be gone now : for "tis not nec<fſary you ſhou'd 
be ſeen here, d'ye ſee. (Puſhing him out. 
Wild. You ſee, Sir, now, what Heaven has done for me ; and you have often told 
me, Sir, when that was kind, you woud be f5, Thoſe Writings, Sir, by which you 
were ſo good to make me Heir of ail your Eſtate, you ſaid you wou'd put into my 
poſleſion, whene'er I made it appear to youl cou'd live without %em, or bring you 
a Wite of Fortune home. 
Sir Tim, And 1 will keep my word ; tis time enough, (Putting bimout. 
Wild. 1 have, *tis truc, been wicked ; but I ſhall now turn from my evil ways, e- 
ſtabliſh my ſelf in the religious City, and enter into the Aſſociation. There wants 
but theſe ſame Writings,-Sir, and your good Character of me. \ 
Sir Tim. Thou ſha't have both ; all in good time, man : Go, go thy ways, and I'l 
warrant thee for a good Character ; go. F 
Wild. Ay, Sir ; but the Writings, becauſe I told her, Sir, I was your Heir; nay, 
forc'd to ſwear it too, before ſhe wou'd believe me, ; 
Sir Tim, Alas, alas! how ſhrewdly thou wer't put to't ! 
}W:14. 1 told her too, yowd buy a Patent for.me : for nothing woos a City-For- 
tune like the hopes of a Ladyſhip. 
Sir Tim. I'm glad of that : that I can ſettle on her preſently. (Aſide. 
Wild. You may pleaſe to hint ſomething to her of my Godly Life and Conver- 
ſation ; that I frequent Conventicles, and am drunk no where but at Your true Pro- 
teſtant Conſults and Clubs, and the like, 
Sir Tim. Nay, if theſe will pleaſe her, I have her for certain, Lafide.] Go, go, 
fear ndt my good word | 
Wild. But the Writings, Sir —— — 
Sir Tim. AmI a Jew, a Turk? Thou ſhat have any thing, now I ind thee a 
Lad of Parts, and one that can provide ſo well for thy Uncle. (Afiae. 
( Puts him out, and addreſſes himſelf to the Lady. 
Wild, Wou'd they were hang'd that truſt you, that have but the art of Lejerde- 
main, and can open the Japan-Cabinet in your Bed-chamber, where I know thoſe 
Writings are kept. Death, what a diſappointment's here ! 1 wou'd a'{worn this 
Sham had paſt upon him. — Bur, Sir, ſhall I have the Writings now ? 
Sir Tim. What not gone yet! for ſhame, away: canſt thou diſtruſt thy own na- 
tural Uncle ?.Fie, away, Tom, away; 
. E Wild, 
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71d. A Flagae npon your damw'd Diſſimulation, that never failing Badge: of all 

your Party, there's always miſchief at the bottom on't; I know yeall ; and Fortune 

| bethe Word, Whennext Iſee you, Uncle, it ſhall colt you dearer. CExit, 

4 Enter Jervice. 

Jer. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, Supper's almoſt over, and you are askt for. 

Sir Tim. i hey know I never ſup: 1 ſhall coine time enough to bid *'em welcome, 
: : [Exit Jer, 


Pan. 1 keep you, Sir, from Supper and better Company. 

Sr Tim. Late: were] a Gletton, I cov'd. be farisfi'd. d 
Wit! fecdinz on thoſe two bright ſtarry Eyes. 

Diar. You are a Courtier, Sir ; ve City-m-ids do ſeldom hcre ſuch Language : 
I2 which you fhew your kindneſs to your Nephew, more than your thoughts of 
what my Beauty merits 

S:r Tim. Lord, Lord, how innocent ſhe is! [ Afide.] My Nephew, Madam? yes, 
yes, I cannot chuſe but be wonderous kind upon his ſcore. 

* Dian, Nay, he has oftea told me, you were the beit of Uacles, and he deſerves 
your 2o0cdneſs; ſo hopefull a young Gentleman, 


Sir Tim, Wou'd | ccu'd feet, [ Aſide. 
Dien. So modeſt. 
$;rTim, Yes, ask my Maids [_ Aſae. 


Dizn. So Civil. 

Sir Tim. Yes, to my Neighbours Wives. [a/ide.] But ©, Vadam, I find by this 
high Commendations of my Nephew, your Ladyſhip has a very ſlender opinion of ; 
your devoted Scrvant the while ; or elſe, Madam, with this not difagreeable face 
and ſhape of mine, fix thouſand pound a year, and other Vertyes and Commoditits 
that ſhall be naracleſs, I ſee no reaſon why I ſhou'd not beger an Heir of my own 
Body, had Ithe helping hand of a certain victorious perſon in the World, that ſhall 
be nameleſs, ( Bowing and ſmirking. 

Dia. Meaniag me, Iam ſure : If 1ſhou'd marry him now, and diſappoint my 
dear Inconftant withan Heir of his own begerting, *twou'd be a moſt-wicked Re- 
vena for paſt Kindnefles, [CAfide, 

Sir Tim, 1 know your Ladyſhip is tudying now who this vitorioys perſon ſhou'd 
be, whom I dare n<t name ; but Jet it ſuffice, ſhe is, Madam, within a mile of an 
Oax, 

Dian, No, Sir, I was conſidering, if what you ſay be true, | 
How unadviſedly I have lov'd your Nephew, 

T Who ſwore to me he was to be your Heir, 

Sir Tim. My Heir, Madam ! am 1 fo viſibly old to be fo deſperate ? 

No, I'm in my years of deſires and diſcretion, 
And I have thoughts, durſt 1 but utter'em ; 
But modeſtly ſay, Mum —— 

Diz». I took him for the hopefulleſt Gentleman --—- 

Sir Tim. Let him hope on, fo will I ; and yet, Madam, in conſideration of your 
love to him, and becauſe he is my Nephew, young, handſome, witty, and ſoforth, I 
am — to be ſo much a Parent to him, as, if Heaven pleaſe, — to ſee bim fairly 
hang'd, 


Djan. 
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Dian, How, Sir! [In amaze. 

Sir Tim. He has deſerv'd it, Madarg ; Firſt, tor lampooning the Reverend City 
with its noble Government, with the Right Honourable Gown-inen ; libellicg fom 
for Feaſting, and ſome for Faſting, ſome for Cuckolds, and ſome for Cuckold -ma 
kers; charging us with all the ſeven deadly fins, the fins, of our Forefathers, ad” 
ding ſeyen ſcore moreto the number, the fins of Forty One reviv d agata in Eighty 
One, with Additions and Amendments : for which, though the Writings were 
drawn, by which 1 made him my wtole Executor, I wiit diſ-inherit him, Secondly, 
Madam,hedeſcrves hanging for ſeducingand molt feloniouſly bearing away a young 
City-Heirel:, : 

Dian. Undone, undone | Oh with what face can [ return agatn / 

What man of Wealth or Rep.atation, now 
Wiil think nie worth the owning ! . [ Feigns toweep. 

Sir Tim. Yes yes, Madam, thetcare honeſt, diſcreet, religious and true Proteſtant 
Knights in the Cit,, that wou'd be proud to digrifi: and diſtinguiſh. ſo worthy a 
Gentlewoman, [_ owing and ſmiling. 

Ber. Look to your hits, and take fortune by the forelock, Madam, [ Aide. 
———- Alas, Madam, no Knight, and poor too / 

Sir 1im, As a Tory Poet, 

Bet, Well, Madam, take comfort; if the worſt come to the worſt, you have Eſtate 
enough for buth, 

Lian. Ay, Buty, were he but honelt, Berry, [ Weeping, 

Sir Tim, Honelt! 1 think he will nor ſteal ; but for his body, the Lord have mer- 
cy upon't, for he'has none. | 

Dian. *Tis evident 1 am betray'd, abus'd ; 

Has lookt, and figh'd, and talkt away my Heart ; 
H'as ſworn and vow'd, and flatter*'d me to rvin. [Feeping. 

Sir Tim, A ſmall fault with him ; he has flatter'd and ſworn me ovt of many a 
fair thouſand : Why he has no more Conſcience than a Politician, nor no more 
Truth than a Varrative (under the Roſe.) 

Dian, Is there no ' ruth nor Honeſty ith? World? 

Sz Tim, Troth, very little, aid that lies all Ith' City, amonsf us ſober Magj- 
ſtrates, 

Tian. Werel a man, how wov'd 1 be reveng'd ! 

Sir Tim, Your Lady ſhip might do it better as you are, were I worthy to adyiſe 
you, 

Dian, Name It. | 

Sir Tim. Why by marrying your Ladyſhips moſt alſur'd Friend, and moft hnmble 
Servant, Timothy Treat-all of 1ondon, Alderman, [_ Lowirg. 

Bet. Ay, this is ſomething, Miltrifs ; heres Reaſon ! 

Dian. Bur | have given my Faithrand T roth to #71ding, Petty. 

Sir Tim. Faith an Troth! We ſtand up nejher Feith nor Troth in the City, 
Lady. 1 have known an Heireſs married and bedded, and yet with the adviſe of the 
wiſer Magiſtrates, has been vnmarned and conſummated anew with another, ſoit 
ſtands with our Intereſt ; "tis Law by Magna Charta, Nay, had you married my un- 
gracious Nephew, we might by this our 4agna Charta have hang'd him for a Rape. 

E 2 Dian, 
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Dian. Whit, though he had my conſent ? 

Sir Tim. That's nothing, he had not ours, 

Djan. Then ſhou'd I marry you by ſtealth, the danger won'd be the ſame. 

Sir Tim. No, no, Madam, we never accuſe one another ; "tis the poor Rogues, 
the Tory Raſcals, we always hang, Let 'em accuſe me it they pleaſe, alas, I come 
off hand-ſmooth with Ignoramus. X 

- Enter Jervice. 

er. Sir, there's ſuch calling for your Worſhip / They are all yery merry, the 
G)affzs go briskly about. | 

Sir Tim. Go, go, I Il come when all the Healths are paſt ; I love no Healths, 

Ter. They are all over, Sir, and the Ladies are for dancing; ſo they areall adjour- 
niag from the Dining-room hither, as more commodious for that Exerciſe, I think 
ahey're coming, Sir. +» 

S;r Tim, Hah, coming ! Call Serſare to wait on the Lady to her Apartment. — 
And, Madam, I do molt heartily recommend my moſt humble Addreſs to your moſt 
jadicions conſideration, hoping you will moſt vigorouſly, and with all your might, 
maintaia the Rights and Priviledges of the honourable City ; and not ſuffer the 
force or perſwakon of any Arbitrary Loves whatſoever, to ſubvert their Ancient and 
Fundamental Las, by feducing and forcibly bearing away fo rich and illuſtrious a 
Lady : and, Madam, we will unanimouſly ſtand by you with our Lives and Fortunes, 
= This 1 Iczrnt from a Speech at the EleCtion of a Burgeſs, 

[Leads her to the door © fhe goes out with Betty and Senſure. 


Entey Muſick playing, Sir Anthony Meriwill dancing with a Lady in his hand, Sir 
' _ Charles with Lady Galliard, ſeveral other women and men. 


Sir Anth. [ſinving.] Philander was a jolly Swain, 
Azd lov'd by ev'ry Laſs ; 
Whom mhenhe met upon the Plain, 
He laid upon the Graſs. 


And here he kiſt, and there he play'd 
With thi;, and then the other, 
Till every wanton ſmiling Maid 
Ar laſt became a Mother. 


And to her Swain, and to her Swain, 
The Nymph begins to yield ; 

Ruffic, and breath, then to't again, 
Thow'rt Maſter of the Field. 


 Clapping Sir Char. on the back. 


&ir Char. And if I keep It not, ſay I'm a Coward, Uncle, 
St Anth. More Wine there, Boys, Ill keep the Humour up, 


I : [Enter Bottles and Glaſſes, 
Sir Tim, How ! young Merjmwillfocloſe to the Widow ! —_ 


Madam w— 


' 2s 
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Madam ——- [ Addreſſing himſelf to her, Sir Ghar. puts himby: 

| Sir Char. Sir Timothy, why what a Pox doſt thou bring that damn'd Puritanical, 
Schiſmatical, Phanatical, Small-heer-face of thine into good Company ? Give him 
a full Glaſs to the Widow?s Health. 

Sir Tim, O lack, Sir Charles, no Healths for me, I prog: 

Sir Char. Hark ye, leave that couzening, canting, ſanRifi'dl ſneer of yours, and 
drink ye me likea ſober loyal Magiſtrate, all thoſe Healths you are behind, from his 
ſacred Majeſty, whom God long preſerve, with the reſt of theRoyal Family, even 
down tothis wicked Widow, whom Heaven ſoon convert for her lewd deſigns up- 
on my Body. | [Pulling Sir Tim. to kneel, 

Sir Anth, Arare Boy ! he ſhall have all my Eſtate. 

Sir Tim, Bow, the Widow a lewd deſign upon his Body ! Nay, then I am jea- 
Tous, [aſide. 

L.Gall. Ia lewd deſign upon your Body ! for what, 1 wonder ? 

Sir Char.. Why, for villanous Matrimony. 

L. Gall. Who, 1! 

Sir Char, Who, you-? yes, you. 

Why are thoſe Eyes dreſt in inviting Love ? 
Thoſe ſoft bewitching Smiles, thoſe riſing Breaſts, 
And all thoſe Charms which make you {o adorable, 
Is't not to draw Fools into Matrimony ? _ 

4jr Anth. How's that, how's that / Charles at his Adorables and Charms ! He 
muſt have t'other Health, he'll fall to his old Dog-trot again elſe, Come, come, 
every man his Glaſs. Sir Timothy, you are ſix behind. Come, Charles, name ?em 


all. LEach rake a Glaſs, and force Sir Tim. on his knees. 
S;r Char. -- Not bate ye an Ace, Sir: Come, his Majeſties Health, and Confuſion 
to his Enemies. [7 bey go to force his mouth open to drink. 


Sir Tim. Hold, Sir, hold, if I muſt drink, I muſt; but this is very Arbitrary, me- 
thinks. Drinks. 
Sir Anth. And now, <Sir, to the Royal Duke of 4!:ary. Mulick, play a Scotch 
iP. [Mpfick plays, they drink. 
A Tim. This is meer Tyranny, 4 VI 
' _ Emer Jervice. 
Fer. Sir, there is alighted at the Gate a Perſon of Quality, as appears by his 
Train, who giye him the Title of a Lord, 
Sir Tim. How, a ſtrange Lord ! Condu& him vp with Ceremony, Jervice-- —-- 
'Ods fo, he's here ! 
Enter Wilding in diſguiſe, Dreſſwel, and Footmen and Pages. . 
IW:1d. Sir, by your Reverend AſpeR, you ſhou'd be the Renown'd Meſter Ve Hotel? 
Sir Tim. Meter deOtell ! 1 have not the honour to know any of that name, I am 
call'd Sir Timothy Treat-all. [_ Bowmg. 
IVild. The ſame, Sir : I have been bred abroad, and thought all Perſons of Qua- 
lity had ſpoke French, 
Sir Tim. Not City Perſons of Quality, my Lord. | 
Wild. I'm glad on't, Sir ; for*risa Nation I hate, as indeed Ido all Monarchies: 
Sir Tim. Hum ! hate Monarchy ! Your Lordſhip is moſt wetcome, [ Bows, 
Wild. 
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IV:1d. Unleſs EleAive Monarchies, which fo rcfemble a Cemmonwealth, 

Sir Tim. Right, my Lord ; where every man may hope to take his turn.— Your 
Lordſhip is moſt ſingularly welcome, [Bows lows. 

1:14. And tho*I am a ſtranger to your Perſon, I am not to your Fame, amongſt 
the ſoher Party of the Amfterdemians, all rhe French Hugonots througout Geneva ; 
even to Hwmgary and Poland, fames trumper ſounds your praiſe, making the Pope to 
tezr, the reſt admire you, 

&;» T;m. Pm much ohblig'd to the Renawned Mohily, 

Flz. So you will fay, when yon ſhall hear-my Embaſſie. The Pelanders by me. 
ſalute you, S:r, and have 11 the next new Eictt.on, prickt ye down for their ſuc- 
ceecing King, 

Sir Tim, How, my Lord, prickt me d-»wn for a King ! Why this is wonderful ! 
Prickt me, unworthy me, down for a King! How con'd 1 metit this amazing Glory! 

Hl, Tney know, he that can be ſo great a Par: tot to kis Native Country, where 
but a private perſon, what muit he be when power is on his ſide, 

Sir Tim, Ay, my Lord, my Country, my bleediag Country | there's the ſtop to 
all my riang Greatneſs, Shall 1 be fo ungratetul to difannoint this biz expecting 
Nation * dejcat the fober Party, and my Neighbours for any poliſh Crown ? Bur 
yet, my Lord, 1 will conlider oct : Mean tizne my houſe is yours. 

Wild. Pve brought you, Sir, the meaſure of the Crown : tiah, it fits you to a 
hair, | [ Pulls owt -a Ribon and meaſures his head. 
You were by Heavenand Nature fram*d that Monarch, 

Sir Anh, Han, at it again ! (Sr Charles making ſober love.) Come, we grow 
dull, Charles : where ſtands the Glaſs ? what, balk my Lady Galliard's Health ! 

| | | (They go toarink, 

Wd. Hah, Galiiard — and fo ſweet on Meriwill ! (Aſide. 

L. Gall. If it be your buſineſs, Sir, to drink. PIl withdraw. 

Sir Char, Gad, and Pll withdraw with yoa, Widow. Hark ye, Lady Galiara, | 
am damnably afraid you cannot bear your Liquor well, youare ſo forward to leave 
:-00d Company and a Bottle. 

Sir Timm, Well, Gentlemen, ſince I have done what I never do, to o:)lige you, 1 
hope you lI not refuſe a Health of my Denomination, 


Sir 4nth. We ſcornto be fo uncivil. C All take Glaſſes. 
Sir Tim, Why then here's a conceal'd Health that ſhall be namelels, to his Grace 
the King, of Poland. 


Sir Char. King of Poland ! Lord, Lord, how your thoughts ramble ! 

Sir Tim. Not fo far as you imagine ; | know whatl ſay, Sir. 

Sir Char, Away with it, (Drink all, 

Wild. 1 fee, Sir, you {till keep up that Engliſh Hoſpitality that ſo renowned our 
Anceſtors in Hiſtory. ( Looking on L. Gall, 

Sir Tim, Ay, My Lord, wy noble Gueſts are my Wife and Children, 

Wild. Are you not married then ? Death ſhe ſmiles on him! «+ (Aſide, 

SirTim: 1 had a Wife, but, reſt her Soul, ſhe's dead ; and I have no Plague left 
now, but an ungracious Nephew, perverted with H# Cuſtoms, Tantive-Opinions, 
and Court- Notions. 

Vil, Cannot your pions Examples convert him ? 
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By Heaven, ſhe's fond of him (Aide. 

&;r Tim. Alas, I have try'd all ways, fair and foul - nay, had fettl'd t'other day my 
whole Eſtate upon him.,and juſt as 1 kad ſign'd theWritings, out comes me a damn'd 
Libel call'd, AMU/arnins to all good Chriſtians againſt the City- Magiſtrates : and I doubt 
he had a hand in Ab/vlov and Zchitophel ;, a Rogue : But ſome of our ſober Party 
have claw'd him home, i'faith, and given him Rhyme for his Reaſon. 

11d, Moſt viſibly in Love ! - Oh, Sir, Nature, Laws and Religion, plead for ſo 
near a Kinſman. 

Sir Tim, | aws and Religions ! Alas, my Lord, he deſerves not the name of a Pa- 
triot, who docs not for the Publick Good deſie all Laws and Religion, 

Wild Death,l muſt interrupt *em/-- Sir, pray what Lady's that? (Wild, ſalxres ber. 

Sir Tim, | beſeech your Lordſhip, know her, *tis my Lady Ga/:ard : the reſt are 
all my Friends and Neighbours, true Proteſtants all— Well, my Lord, how do you 
like my method of doing the buſineſs of the Nation, and carrying on the Cauſe with 
Wine, Women, and ſoforth. 

Wild. High feeding and ſmart Drinking, gains more to the Party, than your 
ſmart Preaching. 

Sir Tim. Your L ordſhip has hit it right : A rare man this ! 

1/i1d. But come, Sir, leave ſerious affairs, and oblige theſe fair ones, 

(Addreſſes kimſelf to Galliard, Sir Charles pars him by: 
Erntcr Charlot diſguiſed, Clacket and Fopington. | 
Charl. Heavens, Clacker, yonder s my falſe ane, and that my 15vely Rival, 
(Pointing 16 Wild, and L, Gall, 
Enter Diana and Senſure maskr, and B:tty., 

Din, Dear Mrs. Ser:ſu:re, this Fayour has oblig'd me. 

Sen, I hope you'll not diſcover it to his Worſhip, Madam. 

11d. By her Meen, this ſhow'd be handſome— (Goes eo Diana,) Madam, | hope 
you have not madea Reſolution to deny me the honour of your hand, - 

Dian. Hah, IWilding ) Love can diſcover thee through all difyuiſe. 

VVild. Hah, Diana | Wcou'd 'twere Felony to wear a Vizard. Gad, I'd rather 
meet it on the Kings Highway with Stand and Deliver. then thus encounter it on 
the Face of an old Miſtreſs; and the Cheat were morgexcufable. But how —— 

(T aiks afide with her, 

Sir Char, Nay, never frown nor chide : for thrs do l intend to ſhew my Autho- 
tity, till I have made thee only fit for me. 

W:1d. Ist ſo, my precious Uncle ! are you ſo greata Devil in Hypocriſfie | Thus 
had I been ſerv'd, had I brought him the right woman. (Aſide. 

Diar. But do not think, dear Tomy, I wou'd have ſerv'd thee ſo ; married thy 
Uncle, and have cozen'd thee of thy Birth-right, -. - But ſee we're obſery'd ! 

(Charlot liſtening behind him all this while, 

Charl. By all that's good,*tis he ! that Voiceis his! 

x ( He going from Dian. turns xpon Charlot and Looks, 

147d, Hah, what pretty Creature's this, that has ſo much of Charlie in her face? 

But ſure ſhe durſt not venture: 'tis not her dreſsnor meen, Dear pretty ſtranger, 
I muſt darce with you, 

Charl, Gued deed, and ſee ye ſhall, Sir, gen you pleaſe, Tho 1's not dance, Sir, 
I's tell ya that noo, | Wild, 
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Wild Nor 1 :To we're well matcht, By Heaven, ſhe's wonderous like her: 
Charl, By th* Maſs not fo kind, Sir : ?Twere gued that ene of us ſhou'd dance to 
guid the other weel, : 
Wild. How -yorng, how innocent and free ſhe is ? 
And wou's you, fair one, be guided by me ? 
Charl: :In+ any thing that gued is. 
Wild. 1 love you extremely, and wor'd tcach you to Jove. 
Charl, Ah, wele aday / [5:9hs and ſmiles. 
K-14. A thing, 1 know, you do not underſtand, 
Carl. Gued faith, andya're 1'th' right, Sir; yet 'tis a thingT's often here ya gay 
men talk of. 
141d. Yes, and no doubt have been told thoſe pretty Eyes inſpired it. 
Charl; Gued deed, and fol have: Ya men make ſa mickle ado aboot ens Eyes, 
ways me, Þs ene tir'd with fick-like Compliments. 
. Wd. Ah, if you give us wounds me mult complain. 
Chal. Ya way ene keep out a harms way then. 
1/714. Oh, we cannot ; or if we cou'd, we wou'd not. 
Charl, Marry and I's have ene a Song tol that tune, Sir. 
Wild, Dear Creature, ler me beg it, 
Charl, Gued faith, ya ſhall nor, Sir, I's Sing without entreaty. 


S IN N--G. 


Ah Jenny, Sen your Ees do kill, 
You'll let mie tell my pain ;; 

Gued faith, I lov'd againſt my will, 
But wad not break my Chain, 

7 cnice was call'd a bonny Lad, 
T ithat fair face of yours 

Betray'd the freedom ence I had, 
And aa my bletther howers. 


« 
- 


But noo ways me like Winter looks, 
My gloomy ſhowering Eyne, 

And on the banks of ſhaded Brooks, 
I pa(s my wearied time. 

I call the ſtream that gleedeth on, 
To witneſs if it ſce, 

On all the flnwry Brink along, 
A Swain ſo true as Jee. 


Wild. This very Swain am I, ſo true and fo forlorn, unleſs ye pity me, 
This is an excellenſie Chartort wants, at leaſt I never heard her ſing. LAſide. 
Sir Anth, W by Charles, where ſtands the woman, Charles. 
[Fop. comes up to Charlot, 
Wild. 1 muſt ſpeak to Galliard, though all my Fortunes depend on the diſcovery 


of my ſelf, [Aſide. 7 
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'Sir Anth. Come, come, a cooling Glaſs about. : EI 
Wild. Dear Dreſſwell, eatertain Eharles Merjwil a little,whilſtI ſpeak to Galiard. 
(The men goal tothe drinking T able. 


33 


By Heoven, [ die, I languiſh for a word ' 
Madam, I hope you haye not made a Vow 
To ſpeak with none but that young Cavalier ? 
They fay, the freedom Engliſh Ladies ule, 
is as their beauty, great. 
L. Gal.. Sir,” we are none of thoſe of ſo nice and delicate a Vertue as Conyerſa- 
tion can corrupt ; we live ina cold Climate. 
Wild. And think yowre not fo apt to be in love, 
As where the Sun ſhines oftner. 


But you too much partake of the Inconſtancy of your hckle Climate. 
(Malicior ſly to here 


One day all Sun-ſhine, and th' encourag'd Lover 

Decks himſelf up in glittering Robes of Hope; 

And in the midit of all their boaſted Finery 

Comes a dark Cloud acroſs his Miſtreſs Brow, 

Daſhes the Fool, and ſpoils the gawdy ſhow. (L. Gall. obſerving him neeriy. 
L. Gal. Hah, do not I know that railing Tongue of yours ? 
Wild. "Tis from your Guilt, not Judgment then. 

I was reſolv'd to beto night a Witneſs 

Of that ſworn Love you flatter'd me ſo often with. 

By Heaven, I ſaw you playing with my Riyal, 

Sigh'd, arhlookt Babies in his gloating Eyes. 

When is the Aſſignation ? when the Hours ? 

For he's 1mpartie:.t as the raging Sea, 

Looſe as the Winds, and amorous as the Sun 


- That kiſſes all the Beauties of the Spring. 


L. Gall. 1 take him for a ſober perſon, Sir. 
VVild. Have I been the Companion of his Riots 
In all the lewd courſe of our early Youth, 
Where like unwearied Bees we gather'd Flowers ? 
But no kind Bloſſom cou d oblige our {tay, 
We rifled and were gone. 
L. Gall, Your Vertues I perceive are pretty equal ; 
Only his Love's the honeſter o'tt? two, 
FORK Honeſter / that is, he wou'd owe his good fortune to the Parſon of the 
Pariſh ; 
And 1 wor'd be oblig'd to you alone, 
He wou'd have a Licenſe to boaſt he lizs with you, 
And I wow'd do't with modeſty and ſilence : 
For Vertue”s but a name kept from Scandal, 
Which the moſt baſe of Women beſt preſerve, 
Since Gilting and Hypocriſie cheat the world beſt, 
— But we both love, and who ſhall blab the ſecrret ? (In a ſoft tone. 
F L. Gall. 
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L.Ga#. Oh, why were all the Charms of Speaking given to that falſe Tongue 
that makes no better uſe of %em ? 
-——— [1] hear no more of your inchanting Reaſons, 
Wild. You muſt. / 
L. Gall. 1 will not. 
1/ild. Tndeed you muſt, 
L. Gall. By all the powers above | 
Wild. By all the powers of Love, you'll break your Oath, unleſs you ſwear this 
night to let me ſee you. 
L. Gall. This night, 
Mild. This very night. 
L. al, Id dic arſt,.-—At what hour ? [Firſt turns away then ſighs ard looks on him. 
IVi1d, Oh, name it; andif I fail -—. (With joy. 
L. Gal. I wou'd not for the world —— 
Wild. That I ſhoud fail ! 
{.. Galt, Not name the guilty hour. 
VVild. Then I through cager haſte ſhall come too ſoon, 
And do yeur honour wrqng. 
L. Gall. My Honour! Oh that word ! 
W:1d. Which the Devil was in me for naming. (Mfrs, 
——- At Twelve ! 
L: Galt. My Women and my Servants then are up. 
7 ild. At One, or Two. 
L. Gall. $o late ! *ewill be ſo quickly day ! 
VVild. Ay, fo it wilt: » 
That half our buſineſs will be left unfiniſht. C 
L. Gall. Hah, what do you mean ? what buſineſs? 
VVild. A thouſand tender things [| have to fay ; 
A thouſand Vowsof my eternallove ; 
And now and then we'll kiſs and _ 
L.Ga!!, Be extreamly honeſt, 
IWiid. As you can wiſh. 
L. Gal. Rather as I command : for ſhou'd he know my wiſh, I were undone. 
( Afeae. 


VVild. The Sign, — 
L. Gall. Oh, preis me not,—yet you may come at midnight under my Chamber- 
window, | (Sir Char. ſees *em ſo cloſe, comes to em, 
Sir Char, Hold, Sir, hold ! Whilſt I am liſtening to the relation of your French 
Fortifications, Outworks, 2nd Counterſcraps, I perceive the Enemy in my Quarters, 
--—-- My Lord, by your leave. [Puts bim by, growing drink. 
Char! Perſwade me not; I burſt with Jealouſie. Wild. tures, ſecs Clacket, 
Wild. Death and the Devil, Clacher ! then *tis Charlor, and I'm diſcover'd to her. 
Carl. Say, are not you a falſe diſſembling thing ? » [To Wild. in anger. 
1:14, Wat, my little Northern Laſs tranſlated into Engliſh ! 
This ?tis to practice Art in ſpight of Nature. 
Alas, thy Vertue, Youth, and Innocence, 


Were 
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Were never made for Cunning, : 
I found ye out through all your forc'd diſguiſe, 
Charl, Hak, did you know me then ? 
Wild. At the firft glance, and found you knew me too, 
And talkt to yonder Lady in revenge, 
Whom my Uncle wou'd have me marry, Butto avoid all diſcourſes of that nature, 
I came to night in this diſguiſe you ſee, to be conceal'd from her ; that's all. 
Charl. And is that all, on honour ? is it, dear ? 
Wild. What, no Belief, no Faith in villanous women ? 
Charl, Yes, when 1 ſee the Writings. 
Wild. Go home ; Idie if you ſhou'd bediſcover'd 
And credit me, Pl! bring you all you ask, 
Clacker, you and 1 muſt have an odd Reckoning about this nights jant of yours, 
( Aſide to Clacket. 
Sir Tim. Well, my Lord, how do vou like our Engliſh Beauties ? 
Wild. Extreamly, Sir ; and was preſling this young Lady to give us a Song. 
[Here 15 an Jtalian Song tn two parts. 
Sir Tim. 1 never ſaw this Lady before: pray who may ſhe be, Neighbour ? 
(To Clacket. 
Mrs. Clack. A Nicce of mine, newly come out of Scorland, Sir. 
Sir Tim, Nay, then ſhe dances by nature. Gentlemen and Ladies, pleaſe you to 
. fit, here'sa young Neighbour of mine will honour us with a dance. 
(They all fit ; Charl. and Fop. dance. 
So, ſo; very well, very well. Gentlemen and Ladies, I am for Liberty of Conſci- 
ence, and Moderation. There's a Banquet waitsthe Ladies, and my Cellars are open 
to the men but for my ſelf, I muſt retire : firſt waiting on your Lordſhip to ſhew 
you your Apartment, thefi leave you to cher entire; and to morrow, my Lord, you 
and 1 will ſettle the Nation, and reſolve on what return we will make to the nov!2 
Polanatrs. (Exeunt all but Wild. Dreſl. and Fop. Sir Char. leadi::7 ont L. Gall, 
Sir z/mh, Well ſaid, Charles, thou leaygſt her not, till ſhe's thy own, Boy-- And 
Philander was a Jolly Swain, Cc. (Exit ſinging. 
VVild. All things ſucceed above my wiſh, dear Frank ; 
Fortune is kind ; and more, Galltard is fo : 
This night Crowns all my wiſhes. 
Laboir, are all things ready tor our purpoſe ? (To his Footman. 
Lab. Dark Lanthorns, Piſtols, Habits and Vizards, Sir, 
Fop. 1 have provided Portmantles to carry off the Treaſure. 
Drefſ. 1 perceive you are reſolv'd to make a through-ſtitcht Robbery on't. 
Fop. Faith, if it lie in our way, Sir, we had as good yenture a Caper under the 
Triple-Tree for one as well as tother. 
Wild. We will conſider on't. Tis now juſt ſtruck Eleyen : within this hour is 
the dear Aſſignation with Galliard. 
Drefſ. What, whether our affairs be finiſht or not ? 
VYild. *Tis but at next door ; I ſhall return time enough for that trivial buſi- ' 
neſs, : 
Dreg. A trivial buſineſs of ſome ſix thouſand pound a year ? 
| EH VVild. 
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Wild. Trivial to a woman, Frank! nomore, do you make as if you went to bed. 
— Laboir, do you feign to be drunk, and lie on the Hall-table; and when I give the 
ſign, let me ſoftly in. | 
Dreſſ. Death, Sir, will you venture at ſuch a time ; 
VVild My life and future hope lam reſolv'd, 
Let Politians plot, let Rogues go on 
In the old beaten Path of Forty One, 
Let City Knaves delight in Mutiny, 
The Rable bow to old Presbytery ; 
i.et petty States be to confuſion hurl'd, | 
3iveme but Woman, Ill deſpiſe the World. 


mt. 


Cl ——_  _———_— — ——— 


ACT the Fourth. 
SCENE theFirſt. A Dreſſmg-room. 


Laay Gaillard #5 difcover'd in an undreſs at berT able, Glaſs, and Toilette, Cloſet attena« 


ing: As ſnon as the Scene draws off, ſhe rijes from the Tabic as diſturbed and out 
of huizour. 
L,Ga/i.g Ome, leave your everlaſting Chamber-maids Chat, your dull Road of 
4 Slandering by rote, and lay that Paint aſide. Thou art fuller of falſe 
News, than an unlicens'd Mercury, : 
Clo/. I have good proof, Madam, of what1 fay. 
L. Ga//, Proof of a thing impoſlible ! — Away. 
C/-/. 1s it x thing ſo impoſſible, Madam, that a man of Mr. Y/1jiding's parts and 
perion ſhould get a City-Heireſs ? 
Such. a bonne Mine, and ſuch a pleaſant Wit ! 
L. Gail, Hold thy fluent Tattle, thou haft Tongue 
Enouzh to talk an Oyſter woman deaf ; I ſay it cannot be; — 
What means the panting of my troubled Heart ! 
Oh my preſaging fears! ſhou'd what ſhe ſays prove true, 
How wretched and how loſt a thing am I ! (Aſide: 
"1. Your Honour may fay your pleaſure ; but I hope I have not liv'd to theſe 
yearsto be irapertinent :==-No, Madam, I am none of thoſe that rug up and down 
the Town a Story-hunting, and a Lye catching, and 
L. Gall, Eternal rattle, peace! 
Mrs. Charlot Gettall go away with Wilding ! 
A. man of Wildi/ag's extravagant-life 
Get a Fortune 1a the City ! 
'Thou might'{t as we!l haye told me, a Holder forth were married to a Nun. 
There are not two ſuch Contraries in Nature; 
Tis fla, *tis foolery, *tis moſt impoſſible. 
Cloſ. 1 beg your Ldyſhips pardon, if my diſcourſe offend you; but all the world 
knows Mrs, Clacket to be a perſon... — L. Gat. 


= 
—— =__ OO — ___ 
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L. Gall. Who is a moſt devout Bawd, a preciſe Procurer ; 
Saint in the Spirit, and Whore in the Fleſh, 
A Doer of the Devils work in Gods Name. 
= L Is ſhe your Informer ? nay, then the Lye's undoubted,——<—- 
; I fay once more, adone with your idle Title-Tattle, — —- 
And to divert me, bid Berty Sing the Song which VV ilding b 
Made to his laſt Miſtreſs : we may judge by that 
What little Haunts and what low Game he follows: | 
This is not like thedeſcription ofa rich Citizens Daughter and Heir, but ſome com- 
mon Hackney of the Suburbs. ..” 

on I have heard him often ſwear ſhe was a Gentlewoman, and liv'd with her 

Friends, | , 

L.Gal. Like enough; there are many of theſe Gentlewomen who live with their 
Friends, as rank Proſtitutes, as errant Jilts, as thoſe who make open profeſſion of 
the Trade almoſt as mercenary —— But come, the Song. Enter Betty. 


$ O© N G6 
Ja Phillis alt vile Filts ure 'met, 
Fooliſh, uncertain, falſe, Couette. 
| Love 1: her conſtant welcome Gueſt, 
And ſtill the neweſt pleaſes beſt, 
Quickly ſhe likes, then leaves as ſoon 7; 
Her life on Woman's a Lampoon. 


Yet for the Plague of Human Race, 

This Devil has an Angels Face ; 

Such Youth, fuch Sweetneſs in ber look, 
Whocan be man, and not be took ! 

What former Love, what V Vit, what Art, 
Can ſave a poor inclining heart ! 


In vain, a thouſand times an hour. 
Reaſon rebels againſt her power. 

In vain I rail, I curſe her Charms ;; 
One look my feeble Rage diſarys. 
There u Inchantment 1n her Eyes ; 
Who ſees *em, can no mere be wiſe. 


Wild. Twelve was the lucky minute when we met : 

Moſt charming of your Sex, and wiſeft of all Widows, 
Life, my Soul, my Heaven to come, and here ! 

ow I have liv*d to purpoſe, ſince at laſt—Oh, killing Joy ! w—_— 
Come, let me fold you, preſs-you in my arms, 
And kiſs you thanks for this.dear happy night. 

L. Galt. You may ſpare your thanks, Sir, tor thoſe that will deſerve %em ; I ſhall 
gize ye no occaſion for 'em. Wild.. 


| 

| Exter Wilding, who runs to embrace L. Gall. 
| 
| 
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Wild. Nay, no Scruples now, dearef$ of dears, no more ; - 
'Tis moſt unſeaſonable 
I bring a heart full fraight of eager hopes, 

Oppreſt with a vaſt load of longing Love; 6 
Let me unlade me in that ſoft white Boſom, | 
That Store-houſe of rich Joys and laſting Pleaſures, h . 
Andlay me down as on a Bed of Lillies, (She breaks from him. 

L,Ga/l/. You're wonderous full of Loveand Rapture, Sir ; but certainly you mi- 
ſtake the perſon you addreſs'em to. 

Kid. Why, are you tot my Lady Galliard, that very Lidy Galiard, who, if one 
may take her word for't, loves Wilding ? Am 1 not come hither by your own ap- 
pointment ; and can I have any other bulineſs here at this time of night, but Love, 
and Rapture, and 

L. Gall, Scand:lous and vain ! by my appointment, and for ſo lewd a purpoſe ! 
guard me ye good Angels. 

If after an Aﬀont ſo groſs as this, 

I ever ſiffer you to ſee me more, 

Then think me what your Carriage calls me, 
An Impudent an open Proſtitutc, 

Loſt to all ſenſe of Vertue or of Honour, 

Wild. What can this mcan ? [ Aſide. 
Oh, now I underſtand the Myſtery. (Looking on Cloſet. 

Her Woman's here, that troubleſome picce of Train. 

— | muſt remove her. Hark ye, Mrs, Clo/er, Thad forgot to teil you ; As Icame up 
I heard a Kinſman of yours very earneſt with the Servants bc:ow,and in grear haſte 
to ſpeak with you, 

Cloſ. A Kinſman ! that's very likely indee\, and at this time of night. 

Wild. Yes, a very neer Kinſman, he faid he was your Fathers own Mothers Un- 
cles Siſters Son ; what d'ye call him ? 

Cloſ. Ay, what d'ye call him indeed; I ſhou'd be glad to hear his name, Alas, 
Sir, | have no neer Relation living that 1 know of, the more's my misfortune, poor 
helpleſs Orphan that I am. (Weeps. * 

Wild. Nay, but Mrs, Cloſet, pray take me right, 

This Country-man of yours, as I was ſaying ---— 

L. Gall. Chang'd already from a Kinſman to a Country-man A plain contri- 
yance to gct my Woman our of the Room, Cloſer, as yoy value my Service, ſtir 
not from hence. 

Wild. This Country-man of yours, I ſay, being left Executor by your Fathers 
laſt Will and Teſtament, is come - Dull Waiting-woman, I wou'd be alone with 
your Lady ; know your Que, and retire, 

Clo/. Row, Sir |! 

Wild. Learn, I fay, to underſtand Reaſon when you hearit. Leaye usa while ; 
Love 15 nota Game for three to play at. (Gives her Moncy. 

Clc/. I muſt own toall the world, yoa have convinc'd me; I ask a thouſand Par- 
dons for my dulneſs. Well, III be gone, PII run; you're a moſt powerful perſon, 
the very Spirit of Perſwaſion -- I'll Real out — You have ſuch a taking way with you-- 

ut 
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But I forgot my ſelf, Well, your moſt obedient Servant : Whenever you're occa- 
ſion, Sir, be pleas'd to uſe me freely. 

ti1d. Nay, dear Impertinent, no more Complements, you ſee I'm buſie now ; 
prithee be gone, you ſee Pm buſie, 

Cloſ. I'm all Obedieace to you, Sir —- 

Your moſt obedient ——— 
L. Gal. Whither are you fisking and gigiting now ? 
Cloſ. Madam, 1 am going down, and will return immediately, immediately. 
Exit Clof, 

IWild. So, ſhe's gone ; Heaven and broad Gold be prais'd for, the Pine... : 
And now, dear Widow, let's loſe no more precious time ; we've fool'd away&00 
much already, L. Gali, This to me ? 

Wild. 'i o you, yes, to whom elſe ſhou'd it be? unleſs being ſenſible you have not 
diſcretion enough to manage your own affairs your ſelf, ygu reſolve, like other Wi- 
dows, with all you're worth to buy a Governour, commonly call'd a Husband, I 
took ye to he wiſer ; but it that be your deſign, I ſhall do my beſt to ſerve you,—- 
tho? to deal freely with you 

L. Gal. Trouble,pot your ſelf,Sir, to make Excuſes ; I'm not ſo fond of the offer 
to take you at your word, Marry you / aRakeſhame, who have not eſteem enough 
for the Sex to belicve your own Mother honeſt - without Money-or Credir, without 
Land cither in preſent or proſpe& ; and halfa dozen hungry Vices, like fo many 
bawling Brats at your back, perpetually craving, and more chargeable to keep than 
twice the number of Children.) Beſides, 1 think you are provided for; are younot 
married to Mrs. Charlot Gettall ? : 

Wild. Married to her ? do I know her, you ſhoud rather ask. What Fool has 
forg?d this unlikely Lye ? But ſuppoſe *twere true, cou'd you be jealous of a wo- 
man I marry ? do you take me for ſuch an Aſs, to ſaſpet I ſhall love my ownWitfe ? 
On the other ſide, I havea great charge of Vices, as yon well obſerve, and I muſt net 
be ſo barbarous to let them ſtarve, Every body in this Age takes carc to provide 
for their Vices, tho” they ſend their Childrena begging ; I ſhou'd be worſe than an 
Infidel to negle& them. No, I mult marry ſome ſtiff aukward thing or other with 

an ugly face and a handſome Eſtate, that's certain : but whoever is ordain'd to make 
my Fortune, *tis yon only that can make.,me happy.,—Core, do it then, 

L. Gall. Inever will. 

Wild. Unkindly ſaid, you muſt, 

L. Gall. Unreaſonable man ! becauſe you ſes 
I have unuſual regards for you, 

Pleaſure to-hear, and trouble to deny you ; 

A fatal yielding in my nature toward you, 

Love bends my Sou! that way, 

A weakneſs I neer felt tn any other ; 

And wou'd you be ſo baſe ? and cou'd you have the heart 
To take ti advantage on't to ruine me, 

To make me infamous, deſpis'd, loath d, pointed at ? 

Wild. You reaſon falſe 
According to the ſtricteſt rules of Honour, 
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Beauty ſhou'd ſti!] be the Reward of Love, 
Not the vile Merchandize of Fortune, 
Or the cheap Drug of a Church-Ceremony, 
She's only infamous, who to her Bed, 
For intereſt takes ſome nauſeous Clown ſhe hates : 
Ard though a Joynture or a Vow in publick 
Bz her price, that makes her but the dearer whore. 
L. Gal. 1 underſtand not theſe new Morals, 
/Vild. Have patience, I fay 'tis clear, 
All the deſires of mutual Love are vertuous, 
Can Heaven or Man be angry that you pleaſe 
Your ſelf and me, when it:does wrong to none *! 
Why rave you then on things that ne'er can be ? 
Belidcs, are we not alone, and private ? who-can know it ? 
L. Gall. Heaven will know't z and I—that, that's enough : 
But when you're weary of me, firſt your briend, then his, then all the world. 
FVVild. Think not that time will eyer come, 
L. Gal... Oh, it muſt, it will ! 
Wild. Or it it ſhou'd, cowd I be ſucha Villain 
Ah Cruel ! if you love me as you ſay, 
You wou'd not thvs diſtruſt me: 
L. Ga!), Yon do me wrong, , I love you more than e'cr my Tongue, 
Nr all theaQions of Lite can tell you ——{d well —= 
Your very faults, how groſs io&er to me 
Have ſomething pleaſing in *em. To me youre all 
That Man can praiſe, or Woman can deſire ; 
1l Charm without, and all Deſert wjthin : 
But yet my Vertue is more lovely ſtill ; 
That is a price too high to pay for you : 
Tie loveoff Angels may be bought roo dear, 
It we beſtow on them what's kept for Heaven. 
FVild. Rell and the Devil ! PII hear no more 
Of this Religious ſtuff, this Godly nonſence, 


Death, Madam, do you bring me into your Chamber to preach Vertne to me ? 


L.Gall. I bring you hither ! how can you ſay it ? 
I ſuſter*d you indeed to come, but not 
For the baſe end you fanſt'd, but to take 
A laſt leave of you. Let my heart break with Love, 
[ cannot be that wretched thing you'd have me : 
Believe [ ſtill ſhall have a kindneſs for you, 
Always your Friend, your Miſtreſs now no more. 
V,/11d, Coren'd, abugd, ſhe loves ſome other Man / 
Dull Blockhead not to find itout before! 
Well, Madam, may I at laſt believe 
This is your fixt and finnal Reſolution ; 
And does your Yongue now truly. ſpeak your Heart, 
That hasfolong belyd it ? 


(4frde, 


L. Gal. 
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L. Gall. It COCS, 
* 1//1d. Pm glad owt. Good night : And when I viſit you again, 
May you again thus fool me, (Offers to-go. 

L.. Gall. Stay bbt a moment. 

1ild. For what ? to praiſe your N:ght-drefs, or make court to your little Dog ? 
No, no, Madam, ſend for Mr. Flamful/and Mr. Flutterbaz,, Mr. Layp-fool and Mr. Love- 
ail ; they Il do it better, Þ#rd are nore at leiſure. 

L. Gall, Hear me a lictle ; You know I both deſpiſe, and hate thoſe civil Cox- 
combs, as much as] eltcem and love you. at why will you be gone ſo ſoon ? and 
why are you fo cruel tourge methus to parteither with your good Opinion or your 
Kindncls ? 1 wou'd fain keep *em hoth, [la a oft tone, 

W.14.”Then keep your word, Madam, 

L. Galt. My word ! And have [ promis'd then to he b 
A Whore? A Whore ! Ohlet me think of that ! 

A man's Convenience, his leiſure hours, his Bzd of eaſe, 
To loll and tumble on at idle times ; | 
The Slave the Hackney of bis lawleſs Luſt ! 

A l-ath'd Extinguiſher of filthy flames, 

Made uſe of, and thrown by. —- Oh infamous ! 

Vid. Come, core, you love me not, 1 ſee it plain ; 
That makes your {cruples : that, that's the reaſn 
You ſtart at words, and run away from ſhadows. 
Already ſome pert Fop, ſome Ribon-fool, 

Some dancing Coxcomb, has ſupplanted me 
In that unſteady treacherous woman's heart of yours. 

L. Gal. Believe itif you will. - Yes, let me be falſe, unjuſt, ungrateful, any thing 
but a—Whore— 14. Oh, Sx on purpoſe forn'd to plague Mankind ! 
All that you are, and all that you do.'s a lye. 

Falſe are your Faces, falſe your floating hearts; 
Falſe are your Quarrels, falſe your Reconcilements : 
Enemies without Reaſon, and Dear without Kindneſs. 
Your Friendſhip s falſe, but much more falſe your Love ; 
Your damn'd deccittul Love is all o'er falſe. 

L. Gal. Falſe rather are the loys you are © fon\l of, 
Be wiſe, aad ce: ſe, Sir, to purſue 'em farther, 

IV;ld. No, them I can neyer quit; but you moſt cally : 
A woman chanzeable, and falſe as you, 

L.G all, Said you moſt cafily ? On, ingumane ! 

Your crucl words have wakd a diſmal thought ; 
I feel *m cold. and heavy at my hearr, | 
Ard weakneſs ſterls wpon my Soul apace ; 

I £r. d f mult be niferable ——— 


I 010 not be thought faiſe. [Ln a foft tone, come neer him. 
1/://, Nor wou'd | think you ſoz give me not cauſe, 
hat heart can bear diſtruſt from what it loves ? 
in always her own wiſh deny ? ; ( Aſide. 


Mo Reifon's weary of uncqual trite , G And 
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And Loye and Nature will at laſt o'ercome. REY 
—Do you not then believe I love you ? (To him in a ſoft tone. 


Wild. How can I, while you ſtill remain unkind / 
L. Galt. How ſhall I feciray guilty thoughts ! —= 
I have not power to part with you : conceal my ſhame I doubt I cannot, I fear 1 
wou'd- not any more deny you. 
Mild. Oh, heavenly ſound ! Oh, charming Creature ! ſpeak that word again, a- 
ren, agen ! for ever let me hear It. 
L. al, But did you not indeed ? and will you never,-never love Mrs. Charlet, 
never ? 
Wild. Never, never. 
L. Gall, Turn your face away, and give me leave 
To hide my riſing Bluſhes : I cannot look on you, [ 4s this laſt ſpeech is ſpeaking 


But you muſt undo me if you will, — the. ſinks into his arms by 
Since I no other way my truth can prove, degrees, 


--You ſhall ſeel love. 
Pity my Weakneſs, and admire my Love. 

M:1d. All Heaven is mine, I have it in my arms : 
Nor can ill Fortune reach me any more. 
Fate, I defie thee, and dull World, adieu. 
In Loves kird Fever let me eyer Iye, 
Drunk with deſire, and raving mad with Joy. 

CExeunt into the Bed-Chambey, Wild, leading her with his arms about her. 
Enter Sir Charles Meriwill and Sir Antyony, S;r Char. drunk. 
SCENE changes, 


Sir Anth. A Dog, a Rogue, to leave her ! ' 
Sir Char. Why look ye, Uncle, what wou'd you have a man do ? 
{ brought her to her Coach ——— 


Sir Anth, To her Coach! to her Coach ! Did not I put her into your hard, fol- 
low'd you out, winkt, ſmiPd, and nodded ; cry'd *buy Charles, *buy Rogue ; which 
was as much as to ſay, Go home with her Charles, home to her Chamber, Charles ; 
nay, as mach as to ſay, Home to her Bed, Charles; nay, as much as to fay-— Hum, 
ham, a Rogue, a Dog, and yet to be modeſt too ! That I ſhou'd bring thee up with 
no more fear of God before my Eyes ! 

Sir Char. Nay, dear Uncle, dowt break my heart now: Why I did proffer, and 
preſs, and ſwear, andly'd, and— but a Pox on her, ſhe has the damndeſt wheedling 
way with her, as dear Charles, nay prithee, he, *tis late, to morrow, my Honour, 
which if you lov'd, you wou'd preſerve ; and ſuch obliging Reaſons. 

Sir Anth, Reaſons ! Reaſon ! a Lover, and talk of Reaſon ! You lye, Sirrah, you 
lys Leave a woman for reaſon, when you were ſo finely drunk too, a Raſcal ! 

Sir Char. Why look ye, d'ye ſee, Uncle, I durſt not truſt my ſelf alone with her 
in this pickle, leſt I ſhow'd a fallen foul on her. 

Sir Auth, Why there's it ; *tis that you ſhou'd adone : I am miſtaken if ſhe be not 
one of thoſe Ladies that love to be raviſtrt of a kindneſs, Why, your willing Rape 
is all the faſhion, Charles. 

Sir Char, Brut hark ye, Uncle. . s 

Sir Auth. Why how now, Jack-ſawce, what, capitulate ?- Sir 
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Sir Char, Why do but hear me, Uncle : Lord, you're ſo haſty ! Why look xe, 1 
ain as ready, d'ye ſee, as any man on theſe occaſions. 

, Sir Anth, Are you fo, Sir ? and I'll make you willing, or try Toledo with you, 
Sir, — Whe, whar, I ſhall have ye whining when ye are ſober again, traverſing your 
Chamber with Arms acrols, railing on Love and Women, and at laitdefeated, turn 
whipping Tom, to revenge your ſclf onthe whole Sex, 

Sir Char, My dear Uncle, come kifs me and. be friends ; I will be rul'd. [k;ſes him. 
Sir Anth. — A moſt admirable good-natur®d Boy this \ Caſid.] Well then; dear 
Charles, know, 1 have brought thee now hither to the Witows houſe -witha reſoln- 
tion to have thee order matters fo, as before thou quits hdr, ſhe ſhall be thy own, 
Boy, 
Sir Char, Gad, Uncle, thou'rt a Cherubin ! Introduce me, Wye ſee, and if Idonot 
ſo woo the Widow, and fo do the Widow, that ere morning ſhe ſhall be content to 
| take me for better for worſe. —Renounce me ! Egad, ?ll, make her know the Lord 

God from To Bell, before 1 have done with her. Nay, backt by my noble Uncle, 

Fl venture on her, had ſhe all C»pid's Arrows, Yenw's Beauty, and Maſalina's Fire, 

Aye ſee. 

Sir Anth. A ſweet Boy, a very ſweet Boy !' Hum, thon art damnable handſome 
| to night, Charks.—Ay, thou wilt do't ; I ſee a kind of reſiſtleſs Lewdneſs about 
thee, a moſt triumphant Impudence, looſe and wonton, [Stands looking on him. 

Enter Cloſet. 

Clof. Mavens, Gentlemen, what makes you here at this time of night ? 

Sir Char. Where's your Lady ? 

Cloſ. Softly, dear Sir, 

Sir Char. Why 1s ſhe aſleep ? Come, come, I'll wake her. 

(Offers to force in as to the Bed-Chamher. 

Cloſ. Hold, hold, Sir : No, no, ſhe's alittle buſie, Sir. 

Sir Char, Pll have no buſineſs done to night, Sweetheart. 

Cloſ. Hold, hold, I beſeech you, Sir, her Mother's with her : For Heavens ſake, 
| Sir, be gone. 

Sir Char. Tl not budge. 

Sir Anth. No not a foot, 

| Clof. The City you know, Sir, is ſo ſenſorious — 

Sir Char. Damn the City. 

| - Sir Anth. All the Whigs, Charles, all the Whigs. 


L yo 


Sir Char. In ſhort, 1 am reſolv*dd, d'ye ſee, to go to the Widows Chamber: 
Sir Anth, Hark ye, Mrs. Cloſer, I thought I had entirely engag'd you this evens 


Ing. 
| ſr I am perfectly yours, Sir ; but now it happens ſo, her Mother being there— 
Yet if you wou'd withdraw for half an honr, into my Chamber, til! ſhe were 


ne --—— : 
E'5ir Anth. This is Reaſon, Charles, Here, here's two Pieces to buy thee a Gorget. 
(Gives ber Money. 


Sir Char. And here's my two, becauſe thou art induſtrious. | 
(Gives ber Money, and goes ont with her. 
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Enter Lady Galliard i» rage, held by Wilding. 


L. Gail. What havel done ? Ah whither ſhall 1 flie ? (Weeps. - 


1/i1d. Why all theſe Tears ? Ah, why this cruel Paſſion ? 
L: Gall, Undone, nndone! Unhand me, falſe, forſworn ; 
Be gone, and let.me rage till I am dead. ; 
\V hat ſhowd 1 do with guilty Lite about me ? _ 
IF ild. Why, where's the harm of what we two have done ? 
L. Gal. Ah, leave me --- 
Leave me alone to ſigh to flying winds, 
That the infeftion may be born aloft, 
And reach no humane Ear. 
Hil. Ceaſe, lovely Charmer, ceaſe to wound me more. 
L. Gall. Shall I ſurvive this ſhame ! No, it | do, 
- E:ernal Bluſhes dwell upon my. Cheeks, 
To tell the World my Crime. 
— Miſchief and Hell, what Devil did poſſeſs me ? 
VTild. It was no Devil, but a Deity ; 
A little gay-wing'd God, harmleſs and innocent, 
Young as Deſire, wanton as Summer-bree7zes, 
Soft as thy Smiles, rekitleſs as thy Eyes. 
L. Gall. Ah, what malicious God, 
Sworn Enemy to feeble Womankind, 
Tanght thee the Art of Conqueſt with thy Tongue * 
Thy falſe deluging Eyes were ſurely made 
Of Stars that rule our Sexes deſtiny : 
And all thy Charms were by Inchantment wroughr, 
That firſt undo the heedleſs Gazers on, 
Then ſhew their natural deformity. 
VVild. Ah, my:Galiard, am T grown vegly then ? 
Has my increaſe of paſſion leſſen'd yours [Jn a ſoft tone: 
L. Gall. Peace tempter, Peace, who artfully betrayeſt me, 
And then upbraideſt the wretchedneſs thou'ſt made. 
-— Ah, Fool, eternal Fool! to know my dangper, 
Yet venture on ſo evident a ruine. 
Wild. Say, —what one Grace is fadcd / 
Is not thy Face as fair, thy Eyes as killing ? 
By Heaven, much more : This charming change of Looks, 
Raiſes my flame, 2nd makes me wiſh t'invoke 
The harmleſs God again, 
L. Gall. By Heaven, notall thy Art 
Shall draw me to the tempting f1n again, 
Wild. Ch, 1 muſt, or dye. 
L. Gall. By all the Powers, by —-— | 
Wild. Oh, do not ſwear, leſt Love ſhov'd take it it} 
That Honour ſhou'd pretend to give him Laws, 
And make an Oath more powerful than his Godhead. 


| =- Say 


| Enbrases her. 
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— Say that you will half a long hour hence ——— 

L. Gall. Hah ? 

Wild. Or ſay a tedious hour, 

L. Gall. Death, never ——---- 

Wild. Or if you muſt promiſe me then to morrow. 

L. Galt, No, hear my Vows, 

IVild, Hold, ſee me die ; if you reſolve *em fatal to my love, by Heaven [il do'r. 
(Lays his hand on his Sword, 


L. Gall. Ah, what 

Wild. Revoke that fatal Never then. 

L. Gall. Idare not. 

VVild. Oh, ſay you will. 

L. Gall. Alas, I dare notutter it, 

VVi1d. Let'sin, and thou ſhalt whiſper it into my boſom ; 
Or ſighing, look it to me with thy Eyes, 


L. Gall. Ah, Wilding ——— [Sighs, 
Wild. It toucht my Soul! Repeat that ſigh again. 
L. Gall. Ah, I confeſs I am but feeble woman. [ Learns 08 him, 


Sir Char. Good Miſtreſs keep-door, ſtand by : for | n1uſt enter. [Sir Char. without. 
L, Gall. Hah, young Meriwil's voice ! 
Cloſ. Pray, Sir Charles let me go and give my Lady notice, 
{ns [She enters and goes to WII, 
- For Heavens ſake, Sir, withdraw, or my Lady's Honour's loft. 
1/i1d, What will you have me do ? [To Galliard, 
L. Gall. Bzgone or you will ruine me for eyer. Cn diſorder. 
111d. Nay, then 1 will obey, 
L.Galt. Here, down the back-ſtairs 
As you have honour, go and cheriſh mine. [ Pulling him; 
He's gone ; and now methinks the ſhivering fit of Honour is return'd, 
Enter Sir Charles, rudely puſhing Cloſet aſide, with Sir Anthony, | 
Sir Char. Deni'dan entrance! nay, then there is a Rival in the cafe, orſo ; and 
Im reſcly'd todiſcover the Helliſh Plot, d'ye ſee. 
/ [Tnſt as he enters druwk at one door, Wild. returns at the other. 
L.Gall. Ha, Wilding return'd ! Shield me ye Shades of Night. 
[Puts ont the Candle, and goes ro Wilde 


1Wi1d, The back-ſtairs-door is lockt, 
L. Gali, Oh, 1 am loſt ? curſe on this fatal night! 
Art thou reſoly'd on my undoing every way ? 


Clef. Nay, now we're by dark, let me alone to guide you, Sir. (79 Wild. 

Sir Char. What, what, all in darkneſs ? Do you make Love like Cats, by Star- 
lght ? | ( Keeling about. 

L. Galt. Ah, he knows he's here !—-- Oh, whata pain is Guilt ! [ Aſide. 


1/7/14. 1 woud not be ſurpriz'd. 
{4s Cloſet rakes him to lead him out he takes out his Sword, and by dark, puſhes 
by Sir Charles, and almoſt overthrows Sir Anthony, at which they both 


draw, whilſt be goes out with Cloſet. ; 
Sv 
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Sir Char. Hah, Gad *was a Spark !—What, vanifht ! hah 


Sir Aui;, Nny, nay, Sir, I am for ye. 
Sir Char, Are you fo, Sir, and lam tor the Widow, Sir, and — » | » 
[Tnj; as they are paſſing at cach otuer, Cloſet enters with a Candle, 
-. Hah, why what have ive here, — my none fleſh and blood ? [Embracing his Uncle, 
Sir Auth. Cry mercy, Sir ! Pray how fell we out ? 
\;r Char, Our, Sir ! Prithee where's my Rival ? where's the Spark, the-—Gad, 1 
took thee for an crrant Rival : Where, where is he ? [Searching abvur. 
L.. G//. Whom ſeek ye, Sir, a man, and in my Lodgings. (Argrily. 
Cl. A Man ! Merciful, what will this ſcandalous lying World come to? Here's | 
no man. 
Sir Char, Away, Ifay,thoudamn'd Domeſtick Intelligence, that comeſt out every 
half hour with ſome freſh Sham.---No man !--- What, *twas an appointment only, 
hum, — which 1 ſhall now make bold to nnappoinr, render null, void, and of none 
efte&, And if I ind him here (ſearches abort) | ſhall very civily and accidentally, 
as it were, being in perfect friendſhip with him pray mark that---run him thro? 
the Lungs. 
L. Gal. Oh, what a Coward's guilt ! what mean you, Sir ? 
Sir Char. Mean ! why I am obſtinately bent to raviſh thee, thou hypocritical Wi- an 
dow, make thee mine by force, that ſo I may have no obligation to thee, and conſe- 
qunetly uſe thee ſcurvily with a good Conſcience. 
Sir Anth. A moſt delicate Boy / I'll warrant him as lewd as the beſt of *em, God: 
grant him life and health, | [ Aſide. 
L. Gall. *Tis late, and I entrear* your abſence, Sir: Theſeare my hours of prayer, 
which this unſeaſonable viſit has diſtawb'd. 
Sir Char. Prayer / no more of that Sweetheart : for let me tell you, your Prayers 
are heard. A Widow of your Youth and Complexion can be praying for nothing 
ſo late, but a good Husband ; and ſee, Heaven has ſent him juſt in the crit—critical 
minute, to ſupply your occalions. 
Sir -Anth. A Wag, anarch Wag ; he'll learn to make Lampoons preſently, T11 
not gire ſixpence from him tho” to the poor of the Pariſh, | 
Sir Char. Come, Widow, let's to bed. LPulls ber, ſhe is angry. 
L, Gall. Bold, Sir, you drive the Jeit too far ; «F | 
And I am in no humour now for mirth. 
Sir Char, ]cſt: Gad yelye, I was never in more earneſt in all my life, 
Sir Anth, He's in a heavenly humour, thanks'to good Wine, good Counſel, and 
good Company. (Getting nearer the aoor ſtill. 
---; np What mean you, Sir ? what can my Woman think to ſee me treated | 
thus ! : 
Sir Char, Well thought on / Nay, we'll do things decently, d'ye ſee — 
Therefore, thou ſometimes neceſſary Utenſil, withdraw. (Gives ber to Sir Anth. 
Sir Anth, Ay, ay, let me alone to teach her her duty. (Puſhes ber out, and 2oes ont. 
L. Gall. Stay, Cloſer, I command ye. 
— What have you ſeen in me ſhou'd move you to this rudeneſs ? [To Sir Char. 
Sir Char. No frowning ; for by this dear night, *tis charity, care ot your Repu» 
tation, Widow - and therefore I am reſoly'd no body ſhall lie with you but my om 
You 
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You have dangerous Waſps buzzing about your Hive, Widow---mark that--- (She 
flings from bim.) Nay, no parting but upon terms, which in ſhort, d'ye ſee, are theſe: 
Down on your knees, and ſwear me heartily as Gad ſhall judge your Soul, (ye ſee, 
to marry me to morrow, 7; 
L. Gall. Tomorrow / Oh, I have urgent buſineſs then. 
Sir Char. So have I. Nay Gad, an you be for the neareſt way to wood, the ſober 


diſcreet way of loving, I am ſorry for you, look ye. ( He begins 10 undreſs, 
L. Galt. Hold, Sir, what mean you ? 
S;r Char. Only to go to bed that's all. (Still unareſſing 


L. Gall. Hold, hold, or Fl call out. 

Sir Char. Ay do, call up a Jury of your Female Neighbours ; they*ll be for me, 
dye ſee, bring in the Bill /gnorams, tho' I am no very true blue Proteſtant nei- 
cher : Therefore diſpatch, or —— . | 

L. Gall. Hold, are you mad ? I cannot promiſe you to night. 

Sir Char, Well, well, Pll be content with performance then to night, and truſt 
you for your promiſe till to morrow, . 

y Sir Auth. (pecping) 'Ah, Rogue ! By George, he out-does my expectations of 
him, 

L. Gall, What Impeſition's this / T11 call for help. 

Sir Char. You need not, you'll do my buſineſs better alone, ( Pulls ber, 

L. Gz!/. What ſhall I do ! how ſhall I ſend him hence! (Aſide, 

Sir Anth. He ſhall neer drink ſmall Beer more, that's poſitive : Ill burn all's 
Books too, they have helpt to ſpoil him ; and ſick or well, ſound or unſound, Drink- 
ing ſhall be his Diet, and Whoring his Study. (Aſide. Peeping unſeen. 

Sir Char. Come, come, no pauſing ; your promiſe, or Pll to bed, G 

(Offers to puil of his Breeches, having pul'd off almcſt al! the xeſt of his Cloathes. 

L. Gal. What ſhall Ido, here is no Witneſs neer / And to be rid of him, Pll 

promiſe him : he'll have forgot it in his ſober paſſion. LAſide, 
(He ſumbling to mas his Brecches, 
Hold, I do ſwear I will 

Sir Char, What ? 

L. Ga//, Marry you, 

Sir Char, When ? 

L. Gall, Nay, that's too much — Hold, hold, I will to morrow. 

-- Now you are ſatisf'd, you will withdraw ? 
Enter Sir Anth. and Cloſet. 

Sir Anth. Charles, Joy, Charls, giveye Joy : here's too ſubſtantial Witneſles. 

Clof. I deny it, Sir ; 1 heard no ſuch thing. 

Sir Anth, What; what, Mrs. Cloſer, a Waiting-woman of honour and flinch from 
her Evidence ! Gad, I'll damn thy Soul, if thou deareſt ſwear what thou ſayeſt. 

L. Gall, How, upon the catch, Sir ! am I betray'd ? af 
Baſe and unkind, is this your humble Love ! 
!5all your whining come to this, falſe man / By Heaven, PII be rayeng'd. 

(She goes out in rage, with Cloſet. 

Sir Char, Nay, Gad yowre caught,ſtruggle and flounder as you pleaſe,Sweetheart, 
you'll but intangle more; let me alone totickle your Gills, Pfaith. ( Looking aſter ber. 

— Uncle, 
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— Uncle, fet-ye home about your buſineſs : 1 hope you ll give me tlie Good mor- 
row, as becomes me, -- I i2y no more —-A word to the Wiſe — 
Sir Auth. By George, thuu'rt a brave fellow ; why | did r.ot think it had been in 
thee, man. Well, adieu: 11I give thee ſuch a Good morrow, Charles—the Devii's 
uw him {-— Buy, Charles — a plaguy Rogue !- *Nizht, Boy a Divine Youth ! 
{ Going and YU ur al #47 &5 #10t avic to icave bim. E x1t. 
Sir Clsr. Gad, Vil not leave her now, till ſhe is mince; 
Then bo her ſo by conſtant couſummation. 
tet Man a God do his, 11 ao my part, 
In ſ{11-ht of 21] her ickleneſs and art); : 
Tieres vic ſure way ts fix a Widows cars, 


ACT the Fifth. 
SCENE the Firſt. Sir Timothy*s Howe. 


Emer Dreilwell, Fopinzton, a4 five or ſix more diſziiſed with Vizards, and daik 
Latitnorns, 


Fop, T Ot yet! a Plague of this damn'd Widow : The Devil ow'd lim an un- 
Incky Caſt, and has thrown it him to night. 
Emer Wiid. in Rapture dvd * Foy. 

— Ba ny dear Tom, art thou coine ? 

VE id, I faw how: at her length ihe lay ! 
i 1aW wy riſing B .fom bare / | 

Fop, A Pox of jier riting po om - My de.r, let's drcfs and about our buſtae'ts, 

Hd. Her Joo: then Robes, through whi icu apnear 
A Shane : dell, 'n < for r Lov 'e _ Play / 

Dri Shear, Sir, is this a time for Rapture ? tis almoſt day. 
T/PA Ah, Erauk, I Ch a dear night ! 

Driff A Pox of 2;ohes Sir, think of tlus and the day to come; which i perceive 
jou were roo weillemrlyd to remember, 
 (V.id The dayto come /! 

Death, who ccu d be fo dull in ſuch dear Joys, 

To think of time to comme, or ovght beyond em ! 
And hl | not been interrnptcd by Charles Aderanill, who geiting drunk had cou- 
rate enrounn to venture on an untl: wely vitit Id had ao more e POW C7 of returning, than 
committing T real n : Bur that Conjual Lov: r, Wno will needs be my Cuckold, 
mage me then ave him way, that he miczht vive it ſie another time, and ſo unſeen 
] got off, But come --my diſzuile | CDrefes. 

U+ef. All's Rill and buſh, as if Nature meant to fayour our our deſign. 


Is 4d. 
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Wild. *Tis well : And ha: k ye, my Friends, I'll profcribe you no bonnds, or mo- 
deration : for | have conſidered if we modeſtly take nothing but the Writings, 
*twill be eaſie to ſuſpe@ the Thief. 

Fop. Right ; and ſince tis for ſecuring our Necks, 'tis lawful priſe. — Sirrah, 
leave the Portmantua here. (Excunt as into the buie. 
After a ſmall time, 

Enter Jervice undreſt, crying ou', purſu'd by ſome of the Thicves, 

Jer. Murder, Murder ! Thieves, Murder ! 

Enter Wilding with his Sword drawn. 

W:ld. A Plague upon his Throat ; ſet a Gag in's mouth and bind him, tho? he 

be my Uncle's chief Pimp.— So — (They bind and gag him; 
Enter Dreſlwel], | 

Dreſſ. Well, we have b-and all within hearing in their Beds, e*re they cou'd alarm 
their Fellows by crying out. 

Wild. Tis well : come, follow me, like a kind Midnight-Ghoſt, I will condu@ ye 
to the rich buried heaps -- this door leads to my Uncles Apartment ; I know each 
ſecret nook contious of Treaſure. (Alt go in, leaving Jervice bound onthe Stage. 

Enter Senſure running half unareſt, as from Sir Timothy*s Chamber, with bis Velvet- 

coat on her ſhoulders. 

Se, Help, help ! Murder ! Murder ! (Dreſl; Laboir, and others perſue her. 

Dreſſ. What have we here, a Female bolted from Mr. Aldermans Bed ? 

( Holding his Lanthern to her face. 

Sen. Ah mercy, Sir, alas, I am a Virgin. | | 

__ AVirgin ! Gad and that may be, for any great miracles the old Gentleman 
can do. 

Sen. Do ! alas, Sir, I am none of the wicked. 

Dreſſ. That's well. — The ſanQified Jilt profeſſes Innocence, yet has the Badge of 
her Ocupation about her neck. - (Pulls of the Coat. 

Sen, Ah misfortune, 1 have miſtook his Worſhips Coat for my Gown. 

(A little Book drops out of her Boſom. 

Dreſſ. What have we here ? A Sermon preacht by Richard Baxter, Divine. Gada 
mercy, Sweetheart, thou art a hopeful Member of the true Proteſtant Cauſe. 
Sen. Alack, how the Saints may be ſcandaliz*d ! 1] went but to tuck his Worſhip 
n, 

Dyefſ. And comment upon the Text a little, which 1 ſuppoſe may be increaſe and 
multiply. --—- Here, gag and bind her, (Exit Drefl. 

Sen, Hold, hold, I am with Child ! 

Lab. Then you'll go neer to miſcarry of a Babe of Grace. 

Enter Wild. Fop. and others, leading in Sir Timothy in his Night-Gown and 
Tight-C 4: 

Sir Tim. Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I beſeech you uſe a Conſciencein what you 
do, and have a feeling of what you go about.— Pity my Age. 

Wild. Damn'd beggarly Conſcience, and needleſs Pity ——- -- 

Sir Tim. Oh fearful /—— But, Gentlemen, what is't ycu deſign ? is it a gereral 
Maſſacar, pray, or-am 1 the only perſon aim'd at as a Sacrifice for the Nation ? I 
know, and all the World knows, how _— Plots kave-bcen laid againſt my ſelf, 

both 
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both by men and women, and children, the Diabolical Emiſſaries of the Pope. 

FVild. How, Sirrah ! (Fiercely he larts. 

Sir Tin:, Nay, Gentlemen, not but I love and honour his Holineſs with all my 
Soul ; and if his Grace did bat know what Ihave done for him, d'ye ſee -._—. 

*Fop. You done for the Pope, Sirrah / why what haye you done for the Pope ? 

Sir Tim. Why, Sir, an't like ye, I have done you great ſervice, very great ſervice : 
for | have been, d'ye fee, in a ſmall Trya! I had, the cauſe and occaſion of invali- 
dating the Evidence to that degree, that I ſuppoſe no Jury in Chriftendom will ever 
have the impudence to believe 'em hereafter, ſhou'd they ſwear againſt his Holineſs 
and all the Conclave of Cardinals, _ | 
Wild, And yet you plot on ſtill, cabal, treat, and keep open debauch, for all the 
Renegado-Tories and old Commonweezlths-nien to carry on the good Cauſe. 

Sir Tim. Alas, what ſignifies that ? You know, Gentlemen, that 1I' have ſich a 
ftrange and natural agility in turning 1 ſhall whip about yet, and leave %m all in 
the lurch, 

VVile. *Visvery likely; but at this time we ſha! not take your word for that. 

Sir Tim. Bloody minded men, are you reſolved to Afl>ſlinate me then ? 

Wild, You trifle, Sir, and know our bulineſs better, than to think we come to take 
yoar Life, which wou'd not advantage aDog, much leſs any Party or Perion—Come, 
come, your Reys, your Keys, 

Fop. Ay, ay, diſcover, diicover your Money, Sir, your ready 

Sir Tim. Money, Sir ! good lack is that all, (Smiling on *em. 
Why what a Beaſt was 1, not Knowing of your coming, to putout all my Money taſt 
week to Alderman Draw-tooth ! Alack, alack, whar ſhitt ſhall I make now to ac- 
commodate you ?— But if you pleaſe to come again to morrow 

Fop. A ſhamming Rogue ; the right Sneer and Grin of a diſſembling Whig. 
Come, come. detiver, Sir ; we are for no Rhetorick but ready Money, 

Aloud and threatning. 

SirTim. Hold, I beſeech you, Gentlemen, not ſo loud: for there is a Lord, a moſt 
conſiderable Perſon and a {tranger, honours my houſe tonight; I wou'd not for the 
world his Lordſhip ſhou'd be diſturb'd, X 

IVild, Take no care for him, hes fait bound and all his Retinue. 

Sir Tim, How, bound ! my Lord hound, and all his People ! Undone, undone, 
dſtrac'd ! What wil! the Polnders fay, that I ſhowd expoſe their Emballadour to 
this difreſpet and affront ? 

FVViid. Bind him, and take away his Keys, | 

[They bind him hand and font, and take his Keys out of his Boſom. Excunt all, 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, what you pleaſe, Gentlemen, fince iny Lord's bound, Oh, 
wheat Recompence can 1 make for ſo unhoſpitable uſage ? I am a moſt unfortunate 
Maziitrate ! - Hah, whos there, Jervice? Alas, art thou hear too? What, canſt not 
ſneak ? But 'tis no matter and ] were dumb too- for what Speech or Harangue will 
ſerve to beg my pardon of my Lord ?—And then my Heireſs, Jervice, ay, my rich 
Hires, why ſhe'll be raviſht, ch Heavens ravifht ! The young Rogues will have no 
mercy, Jervice; nay, perhaps 2s thou ſayeſt, they'll carry her away. - Oh that 
thought / Gad I'd rather the City-Charter wereloſt. [Enter ſore with bags of Money, 
——- Why Gentlemen, rob like Chriſtians, Gentlemen, , 


Fop, 
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Fop. What do you mutter, Dog ? 


Sir Tim. Not in the leaſt, Sir, not in the leaſt ; only a Conſcince 5ir, -:n all 
things does well - - Barbarous Rogues ! [They goon all azain.] tiere's your Arbi- 
trary Power, Jervice ; here's the rule of the Sword now for yuu : 'j hele are your 
Tory Rogues, your Tantivie Ro; ſters : brit we ſhall cry quirs with you, Ratca!s, 
©relong : aud if we do come to our old Trade of Plander and Sequeſt ration re will 
ſo handle ye -- we'll ſpare neither Prince, Pecr, nor Prelate. Oh, I long to tave 4 
ſlice at yoar f.t Church men, your Crape-Grownerums. 


What haſt thou here * _ To Fop. woo enters with a Bag full of Paper. 

Fop. A whole Bag of Knayery, . damn'd Sedition, Libels, Treaſon, Succeſſions, 
Rights and Priviledges, witha new-faſhion'd Oath of Abjuration, cald the Afocia- 
tion.— Ah, Rogue, what will you ſay when theſe ſhall be made publick ? 

Sir Tim. Say, Sir ? why II] deny it, Sir : for whit Jury will believe ſo wiſe a 
Magiſtrate as 1, cou'd communicate ſuch ſecrets to ſuch as yon ? I'il fay yon forg* 
*em, and put *em in,-- or print every one of 'em, and own'em, as longas they were 
writ and publiſht in London, Sir, Come, come, the World is not ſo bad'yer, but a 
man may ſpeak Treaſon within the Walls of ! 0:49, thanks be to God, and honeſt 
conſcientious Jury-men, And as for the Money, Gentlemen, take notice you rob 
the Party. 

Wild. Come, come, carry cff the Byoty, and prithee remove that Rubbiſh of the 
Nation out of the way. — Your Servant, Sir.— $9, away with him to Dreſſwel's Lod- 
gings, his Coach is at the door ready to receive it, 

[They carry off Sir Timothy, a4 other: take up the Bags, and g9 out with "em, 

Dreſſ. Well, you are ſure you have all yon came for ?. 

VVild. All's fafe, my Lads, the Writings all — 

Fop. Come, let's away then, - 

IWild. Away ? what meanſt thou ? is there not a Lord to be found bound in his 
bed, and all his People ? Come, come, diſpatch, and each man bind his fellow. 

Fop. We had better follow the Baggage, Captain. 

Wild, No, we have not done ſoill, but ve dare ſh2;y our faces. Come, come, 
to binding, | 

Fop. And who ſhall bind the lait man ? 

VVild. fAonelt L ab9ir, d'ye hear, Sirrah ? you got drunk and lay in your Clothes 
under the Hall-table; d'ye conctiye me? Look to'r, ye Raſcal, and carry things 


diſcreet]y, or youll all be hang'd, that's certain, CExit Wild. and Drell. 
Fop. So ; now will I ith' morning to Chari, and give her ſuch a Charafter of 
her Lover, as, if ſhe have reſentment, niakes her mine. [Exit Fop. 


Sir Tim. (calls within] Ho, Fenkin, Roger, Simon | where are theſe *Rozues ? 
None left alive to come tomy aſſiſtance ? So ho, ho, ho! Raſcals, Slugeards, Drones ! 
So ho, ho, ho |! 

Lab. So, now's my Que--and ſtay, I am not yet ſober. 
| [Furs himſelf into a drunken poſture. 
Sir Tim. Dogs, Rogues, none hear me ? Fire, fire, fire ! 
| H 2 Lab. 
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Lab, Water, water, I ſay : for I am damnable dry. 

Sir Tim. Hah, who's there ? 

Lab. What doleful voice is that ? 

Sir Tim. What art thou, friend or foe ? (In a dolefull tone; 

Lab, Very direful - why what the Devil art thou? 

Sir Tim, If thou'rt a friend, approach, approach the wretched. 

Lab, Wretched ! What art thou, Ghoſt, Hobgobling, or walking Spirit ? 

| (Reeling in with a Lanthorn ins hand; 

Sir Tim. Oh, neither, neither, but meer mortal, Sir Timothy Treat-all, robb'd and 
bound. (Coming out led by Lab: 

Lab. How, our generous Hoſt ? 

Sir Tim, How, one of my Lord's Servants! Alas, alas, how cam'ſtthou to eſcape? 

Lab E'ne by Miracle, Sir, by being drunk and falling aſleep under the. Hall-table 
with your Worſhips DogTory, till juſt now a Dream of Small-beer wakt me ; and 
crawling from my Kennel to ſecure the black Jack, I ſtumbled upon this Lanthorn, 
which I took for one, till I found a Candle in't, which helps me to ſerve your Wore 
ſhip. (Goes to unbind bis hands. 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold, I ſay; for I ſcorn to be fo uncivil to be unbound before his 
Lordſhip: therefore run, Friend, to his Honours Chamber, for he, alas, is confin'd 
£00, | 

Lab. What, and leave his worthy Friend in diſtreſs ? by no means, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Well then, come, let's to my Lord, whom if 1 be not aſham'd to look 


in the face, I aman errant Sarazan. (Exit Sir Tim. and Lab. 


SCENE changes to Wilding's Chamber. 


He is deſccver?d fitting in a Chair bound, his V, aller bound by him ;, to them Sir Timothy 
, and Laboir. 


IWi1d, Peace, Sirrah, for ſure I hear ſome coming = Villains, Rogues ! 1 carenot 


for my ſelf, but for the good pious Alderman, (Sir Tim. as liſtening, 
Sir Tim. Wonderful goodneſs, for ine ! alas, my Lord, this fight will break my 
heart, (VVeeps. 


Wild. Sir Timothy ſafe ! nay then I do forgive 'em. 

Sir Tim, Alas, my Lord, Pye heard of your rigid fate, 

Vrild. It is my cuſtom, Sir, to pray an hour or two in my Chamber, before I go 
to bed ; and having pray'd thatdrowſte Slave aſleep, the Thieves broke in upon us 
unawares, I having laid my Sword afide, 

Sir Tim. Oh, Heavens, at his prayers! damn'd Rufhans, and wou'd they not ſtay. 
till you had faid your prayers ? 

Wild. By no perſwaſion, — Can you not gueſs who they ſhou'd be, Str ? 

Sir Tim. Oh, ſome damn'd Tory-roy Rogues, you may be ſure, torob a Man at 
his prayers / Why what will this world come to ? 

Wild. Let us not talk, Sir, but purſue *em. (Offering to go. 

Sir Tim. Purſue *em ? alas, they're paſt our reach by this time. 

Wild. Oh, Sir, they are nearer than you imagine: 


Some 
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Some that know each corner of your houſe, I'll warrant. 
Sir Tim, Think ye ſo, my Lord ? Ay, this comes of keeping Open Houle; which 
makes ſo many ſhut up their doors at dinner-time, 
Enter Dreſlwell, 
Dreſſ. Good morrow, Gentlemen ! what was the Devil broke looſe to night? 
Sir Tin, Only ſome of his [mps, Sir, ſawcy Varlets, inſupportable Raſcals—But 
well, my Lord, now I have ſeen your Lordſhip at liberty,l'll leave you to your reſt 


” and go ſee what harm this nights work has done. 


FVild. 1 have a little buſinefs, Sir, and will take this time to diſpatch it in ; my 
Serrants ſhall go to bed, tho' ?tis already day.—T'l wait on you at dinner, 
Sir Tim, Your time : my Houſe and all I have is yours ; and fol take my leave 
of your many (Exit Sir Tim. 
FVVild. Now tor my angry Maid, the young Charler-; 
*Twill be a task to ſoften her to peace : 
She is all new and gay, young as the Morn, 
Bluſhing as tender Roſe- buds on their ſtalks, 
Pregnant with ſweets, for the next Sun to raviſh. 
— Come, thou ſhaltalong with me, Il! sruſt thy friendſhip. (Exeunt. 


- SCENE changes to Diana's Chamber. 
She is diſcover'd dreſſing, with Betty. 


Dian, Methinks I'm up as early as if I had a mind to what Pra goingtodo, marry 


this old rich Coxcomb. 

Bet. And ycu do well toloſe no time, | 

Dian. ' Ah, Betty, and cou'd thy prudence prefer an v'd Husband, becauſe rich, be- 
fore ſo young, ſo handſome, and ſo ſoft a Lover as Y/Vilding ? 

Ber. 1 know not that, Madam ; but 1 verily believe the way to keep your young 
Lover, is to marry thisold one : for what Youth and Beauty cannot purchaſe, 
Money and Quality may. 

Dian. Ay, but to be oblig'd to lie with ſuch a Beaſt ; ay, there's the Devil," 
Betty. Ah, when find the difference of their Embraces, 

The ſoft dear Arms of Y//d:ng round my neck, 

From thoſe cold feeble ones of this old Dotard ; 

When I ſhall meet inſtead of Tom's warm kiſles, 

A hallow pair of thin blue wither'd Lips, 

Trembling with Palſie, ſtinking with Diſeaſe, 

By Age and Nature baracado'd up 

With a kind Noſe and Chin ; | 
With fancy or what thought can make'my hours ſapportable ? 

Ber. What ? why ſix thouſand pound a year, Miſtreſs. 

He'll quickly die and leave you rich, and then do what you pleaſe; 

Dian. Die ! no, he's too temperate, — Sure theſe Whigs, Berty, belieye theres no 
Heaven, they take ſuch care tolive ſo long in this world, —-No, hell out-live me. 

(S:ghs, 
&, 
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. In grace a God he may be hang d firft, Miſtreſs -- R2,,one knocks and I be. 


biere* tis he, , >: ges to open the door. 
D;ay I cannot br 1 my heart to likethi« buſineſs, 
One light of my Qear To, ou y LurM Te "ray 
bet. \V ho' g Lhere ? 
Fiiter Stir Tim. zoy/; ( ; Dian, waits away, 
3 Tir, Tisl, impatient 1, who with the Sun have vwelc>md in the day ; 
This happy 'cay to be inroll'd 


In Rubrick Letters agd in Gold. 


— Hum, 1 am projourdly eloquent this morning (Aſide, 

-- Fair Sgelh eice, [ UPPLoOach -——— [Going towar ds ber. 
D:n wu c Pliytick in a morning next 0ne's heart ; (A/ide. 

Wi hich _ 2 it be neceſlury, is moſt filthy Loathſome. (Going from im, 
5 Tim. Wha :t, do you turn away, bright Sun of Beauty 0 

- Hum, I'm much upon the Suns and Day $ this ning (-2/ide. 
Dian, it will not down. Dilewt ing on him, lo»ks on bim, and (urns away, 


Sir ii/m. Alas, ye Gods, am I deſpis'd and fcorn'd * I 
Did 1 for this, ponder upon the Queſtion, 


Whether I ſhou'd be King or Alderman ? ( Heroic ly, 
Dian, if 1 maſt marry iip:, give him patience to endure the Cuckolding, coud 
Heaven. [aftde, | 
-— Tim. Heaven ! did ſhe name Heaven, Berey ? 
| think ſhedid, Sir. . 


Sir Sir Tl im, 1 do not like that : What need has ſhe to think of Keayen vpon her 
Wedding-day ? 
Dian. Marriage, is aſort of hanging, Sir ; andI was only making a ſhort Prayer 
before Execution. 
Sir Tim. Oh, is that all ? Come, come, we'll let that alone till were abed, that 
we have nothing elſe to do, ['T ahes ber hand, 
Dim. Not mi ach, | dare ſwear. 
Sir Tire. And let us, Fair one, haſte; the Parſon ſtays : beades, that heap of ſcan- 
Cal may prevent us,- | mean my Nephew, 
Dim. A Pox vp2>n him now tor naming YVFVlaing. {Weeps. 
Sir Tim. How, weep at naming my ungracions Neph ew ? Nay then I any pro- 
vokr—Look on this Head, this wiſe and reverend Head : : Pd have ye know, it has 
been taken meaſure on £2 fit it to a Crown, d'ye ſee. 
Dian. A Halter rather. (Aſide. 
&7 Tim. Ay, and it fits it too ; andam I Nlighted, I that ſhall receive Biler Deux 
from Irfart as ? "tis moſt uncivil and Impolitick. 
Dian, I hops he's mad, and then ] reign alone. ( Afrde, 
Pardon me, Sir, that parting Tear | ſhed indeed at naming Wilding, 
Of whom my fooliſh heart has now tane leave, 
And from this nzomeat is intitely yours. 
[G:ves him her hand, they go out. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Street. 
Entcr Charlot, led by Fopington, follow?d by Ms. Clacket. 


Carl. Stay, my heart miſgives me I ſhall be undone. 
.- Ah, whither was I going ? . [Pulls ber hand from FE 

Fop. Do, ſtay till the news arrives that he is married to her that had uh — 
ny to night, my Lady Galiard. 

Charl. Oh ! Take heed leſt you Sin doubly, Sir. 

Fop. By Heaven, *tis true, he paſt the night with her. 

Charl. All night ! what cou'd they find to do ? 

Mrs. Clack, A very proper Queſtion : I'll warrant you they were not idle, Ma- 


dam ? 
Charl. Oh no; they lookt and lov'd, and vow'd and lov'd, and ſwore eternal 
Friend{hip. — Halte,baſte, and lead me to the Church, the Altar ; Vil put it palt my 


power to love him more, 
Fop. Oh, how you charm.me ! (Taker her by the hand. 


Charl. Yet what art thon ? a ſtranger tomy heart. 


Wherefore, ah why, on what occaſion ſhon'd I ? 
Mrs. Clack. Acquaintance, *tis enough, I know him, Madam, and 1 hope my word 


will be taken for a greater matter Yth? City: In troth you're beholden to the Gen- 


tleman for marrying you ; your Reputation's gone. 


Charl. How, am I not honeſt then ? 
Mrs, Clack. Marry Heaven forbid / But who that knows you have been a ſingle 


hour in W3/ding's hands, that wou'd not ſyear you have loft your Maidenhead ? And 
back again Pm ſure you dare not go unmarried ; that wou'd be a fine Hiſtory tobe 
ſung to your eternal fame in a Ballad, 

Fop. Right ; and you ſee Wilding has left you for th 
you'll ſhortly hear he's married, 


Charl. Oh, you trifle, Sir ; lead on, 
(T -cy going out, meet Sir Anthony with Muſick : they retry. 


Sir Anth. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the Houſe, and this the window belong= 
ing to my Ladies Bed-Chamber - Come, come, let's hare ſome neat, ſoft, brisk, lan- 


gviſhing, ſprightly Air now. 

Fop. Old Meriwilk- how ſhall [ paſs by him ? Pan ty, 

Sir Anth. So, here's Company too , tis very well--Not have the Boy ? Fll warrant 
this doesthe buſineſs.---Come, come, ſcrew up your Chitterling, (They pla 
— Hold, hold a little, - Good morrow, my Lady Galliard, FI 
— Give your LadyſÞip joy. 

Charl. What do [ hear, my Lady Galliard joy'd ? 

Foy, How, married her already ? 

Charl. Oh, yes he has. Lovely and falſe, haſt tho deceiv'd my Faith ? '» 


Mrs. Clack. Oh Heavens, Mr. Fopengron, ſhe faints—ah me! 
| (They bald ber, Mr ſick plays. 


Emer 


e Wicow, to whom perhaps 
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Enter Wilding and Dreſſ.vell di/2u7.'d as before, 


131d. Ah, Muſick at Galliard's door ! 
Sir Anth. Good morrow, Sir Charles Meriwi'; give your Worſhip end your fair 
Lady Joy. 
YVild. Hah, Meriwill married the Wilow 
Dreſſ. No matter ; prithee advance and mind thy own affairs, 
W:1d. Advance, and not inquire the meaning on't ! 
Bid me not cat, when Appetite invites re ; 
Not draw, when branded with the name of Coward ; 
Nor love, when Youth ard Beauty meets my eyes, —--— Mah ! eoooooon: 
(Sces Sir Charles come znto the Balcony und: 
ir Char, Good morrow, Uncle, Gentlemen | thank ye: Here, drink the Kings 


Health, with my Royal Maſter's the Duke. (Gives 'em Money. 
Fid. Heaven bleſs your Honor, and your vertvous Bride, 
Fop. IVilding ! undone. (Shelters Chat lot roar ſhe may not ſee Wilding, 


1711d. Death and the Devil, 1eriwill above ? 
Sir Arth. Hah, the Boys Rival here ! By George, here may be breathing this 
moraing -- No matter here's two to two ; come, Gentlemen, you muſt in. 
(Thrufts the Muſick in, and goes in, 
Drefſ. 1s't not what youexpetted ? nay what you wiſht ? 
1.14. What then ? it comes to5 ſiddenly upon me — 
F're my laſt kiſs was cold upon her lips, 
Before the pantings of her Breaſt were laid, 
Rais'd by her Joys with me ; Oh damn'd deluding Woman ! 
Dre. Be wiſe, and do n<t ruin where you love, 
Wild. Nay, if thou convſt to reaſoning, thou haſt loſt me, 
. : (Breaks from him, «nd runs jn, 
Charl. 1 fay *twas Wilding's voice, and I will follow it. 
Fop. How, Madam, wou'd you after him ? - 
Charl. Nay, force me not : By Heavea ÞIl cry a Rape, 
Unleſs you let me go.— Not after him! 
Yes to th' infernal Shades— Unhand me, Sir. 
Fop. How, Madam, have you then deſign'd my ruine ? 
Charl. Oh, truſt me, Sir, I am a Maid of Honour. (Runs in after Wild, 
Mrs. Clack. So ; a Murrainof your ProjzQs, we reall undone now : For my part 
I'll ewe after her, and deny to have any 1n the buſineſs. (Gor in. 
Fop. Damn all ill luck, was ever man thus Foztune-bit, that he ſhoud croſs my 
hopes juſt in the nick ? But ſha!l I loſe her thus ? No Gad, 1! after her : and 
come the worſt, I have an Impudence ſhall out-facea Afidaleſex» Jury, and out-ſwear 
a Diſcoverer. (Goes in, 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Chamber. 


Enter Lady Galliard purſued by Sir Charles, and Footmax. 


L. Gall. Sirrah, run to my Lord Mayors and require ſome of his Officers to affiſ 
me inſtantly; and d'ye hear, Raſcal, bar up my doors, and let noneof his mad Crew 
enter, LT o the Footman who 15 going. 

Sir Char, VViliam, you may ſtay, Y7/iliam. 


L. Gall. Ifay, obey me, Sirrah, 
Sir Char. Sirrah, 1 ſay— know your Lord and Maſter. 


A:-4. 1 ſhall, Sir. [Goes out. 


L. Gall. Was ever woman teaz'd thus? purſue me not. 

Sir Char. You are miſtaken, 'm diſobevient grown, 
Since we hecame one Family ; and when I've us'd you thus a week or two, you will 
grow weary of this peeviſk fooling, 

L. Gall. Malici usthing I wo'nor, I am reſolv'd Tl! tire thee out meerly in ſpight 
to have the better of thee. 

Sir Char. Gad I'm as reſolv'd as you, and do your worſt : 


For I'm reſolv'd never to quit thy houſe. 
L. Gall. But Malice, thereare Officers, Magiſtrates i'th* City, that will not ſee me 


uvs'd thus, and will be here anon. | 
$:+Char. Magiſtrates / why, they ſhall be welcome, if they be honeſt and loyal if 
not, they may be hang'd in Heavens good time, 
L. Gall. Are you reſolv'd to be thus obſtinate ? 


Fully reſoly'd to make this way your Conquelt ? 
Sir Char, Moſt certainly, PII keep you honeſt to your word, my dear, I've Wit- 


neſs— 

L. Galt. You will ? 

Sir Char. You'll find it ſo. 

L. Gal. Then know, if thou dareſt marry me, I will ſo plague thee, be ſo reveng'd 
for all thoſe tricks thou haſt play d me— 

— Doſt thou not dread the Vengeance Wives can take ? 

Sir Char. Not at all : I'll truſt thy ſtock of Beauty with thy Wit. 

L. Gall, Death, I will Cuckold thee. : 

Sir Char. Why then I ſhall be free o'th? Reverend City. 

L. Gall. Then I will game without ceſlation, till Ive undone thee, 

Sir Char. Do, that all the Fops of empty heads and pockets, may know where to 
be ſure of a Cully ; and may they rook ye till ye loſe, and fret, and chafe, and rail 
thoſe youthful Eyes to ſinking ; watch your fair Face to pale and withered lean- 
nels. 
L. Gall. Then I will never let thee bed with me, bnt when l pleaſe, 

Sir Char, For that, ſee who'll petition firſt, and then 111 change for new ones e- 


very night. 
[ Enter 


-”7 a / 
{ 


? e of } q : 5 ) 
Enter William. 
Wil. Madam, here's Mr. IWildyrg at the door, and will not he deni'd ſeeing you, 

L. Gall. Bah, Wilding Oh my eternal ſame ! now thou haft done thy worſt, 

Sir Char, Now for a ſtruggle*twixt your Loyg and Honour, 

— Yes, here's the bar to all my happineſs, - 

You wou'd beleft to the wide World and Love, 

To Infamy, to Scandal, and to Wilairg ; 

But 1 have too much Ronour in my paſſion, 

To let you Jooſe to ruin : Conſider and be wiſe, 
L, Gall, On, be has toucht my heart tos ſenſibly, : (Aſia 
Sir Anth. (witkin.) ASfar as ggod wanners goes {'m yours ; 

But when you preſs indecently to the Ladies Chambers, civil 

Qneſtions ought to be askt, I take it, Sir. 

L. Gall. To find him here, will make him mad with Jealouſe, and in the fithe'li 
utter all he knows ;. Oh, Guilt, what art thou !? [ Aſide, 

Enter Sir Anth. W1ld, ana Dreſl. 

Drefſ. Prithee, dear Iilazzg moderate thy paſſion. ' 

Pild. By Beaven, 1will; ſhe ſhall not have the pleaſtre to ſee I am concern'd: 
— Morrow, Widow; you arecarly up, you mean to thrive I ſee, yowre like a Mill 
that grinds with every Wind, 

Sir Char. Hah, IW:/d;zg. this that, paſt Iaft night at Sir Timobys for a man of Qua- 
lity? Oh, give him way, # :lding*s my Friend, my dear, and now I'm ſure I have the 
advantage of him in thy Love. Ican forgive a haſty word or two, 

IW.14, lthank thee, Charles-- What you are married then ? 

L. Call. I hope you've no exception to my choice [Scoryfully. 

Wild. Falſe Woman, dolt thou glory in thy perfidy ? [To ber aſide angrily. 
—Yes, Faith, ve many exceptions to him -—— [ Aloud, 
Had you lov'd me, you pitcht upon a Blockhead, 
Some ſpruce gay tool of Fortune and no more, 
Who would have taken ſo much care of his own ill-favour'd 
Perſon, he ſhou'd have had no time to haye minded yours, 

But left it to the care of ſome longing Lover. ; 
L. Gall, Death, he will tell him all ! (afide.) Oh, youare merry, Sir. 
VV1d. No, but thon art wondrous falſe, 


"i 


Falſe as the Love and Joys you feign'd laſt night. Ln a ſoft tone aſide to hey. 
L. Gall. Ol, Sir, be tender of thoſe treacherous minutes, [Softly to him. 

— If this bc 31! you have to ſay to me— LValking away, and ſpeaking loud, 
IW:14. Faith, Madam, you have us'd me ſcurvily, 

To marry, and not giye me notice. C Aloud. 

— Curſe on thee, did 1 only blow the fre 

To warm another Lover ? [To ber ſoftly aſide. 


L. Gall. Perjur'd - was't not by your advice I married ?- : 
— Oh where was then your Love ? * [Softly to him aſide. 
Wild, So ſoon did1 adviſe, 
Didſt thou invite me to the Feaſt of Love, 
To ſnatch away my Joys as ſoon as taſted : 


Ab, 
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Ah, where was then your Modcſty and ſence of Honour ? © Aſide ro bim in a low tone. 
L. Galt, Ay, where indeed, when you © quickly vanquiſht ? [Soft. 
— But you I find are come prepared to rail. ( Aloxd. 
li iid. No, *twas with thee to make my laſt effort againſt your ſcorn. ; 
(Shews ber the Writings. 
And this I hop's, when all my Vows and Loye, 
When all my languiſhments cou'd nought avail, 
Had made ye mine fur ever. 
Enter Sir Anthony, pulling in Sir Timothy and Diana. 
Sir Anth. *Morraw, Charles, Morrow to your Ladyſhip : Charles, bid Sir Timathy 
welcome ; 1 met him luckily at the door, and am refolv'd none of my Friends ſhall 
paſs this Joyful day withvut giving thee Joy, Charles, and drinking my Ladies 
Healch. 
Wild. Hah, my Unde here fo early ? ( Afide. 
Sir Tim. What has your Ladyſhip ſerv'd me fo ? How finely I had been mumpr 
now, if I had not took heart of grace and ſhew'd your Ladyſhip trick for trick : for 1 
have been this morning about ſome ſuch huſineſs of Life too,Gentlemen ; Iam mar- 
ried to this fair Lady, the Daughter and Hetteſs of Sir N:cholas Gettall, Knight and 
Alderman, 
VV:1d. Hah, married to Diana ! 
How fickle is the faith of common women ? ( Hide. 
Sir Tim. Hum, who's here, niy Lord ? What, I ſee your Lordſhip has found the 
way already to the fair Ladies ; but 1 hope your Lordſhip will do my Wedding-din- 
ner the honour to grace it with your preſence, 
W:1d. 1 ſhall not fail, Sir. 
A Pox upon him he'll iſcover all, ( Aſide. 
L.Gal!. I muſt own, Sir Timotky, you have the better choice. 
Sir Tim. 1 cou'd not help my deſtiny ; Marriages are made in Heaven, you know. 
Enter Charlot weeping, aud Clacker. 
Char. Stand off, and let me looſe asare my Griefs, which can no more be boun- 
ded : Oh let me face the perjur'd, falſe, forſworn ! 
L. Gall. Fair Creature, who is't that you ſeck with ſo much ſorrow ? 
Chart. Thou, thou fatally fair Inchantrefs. 
Wild. Charlot | Nay then I am diſcover d. 
L. Gall. Alas, what wow'dit thou ? 
Charl. That which I cannot have, thy faithleſs Husband. 
Be judge, ye everlaſting Powers of Love, 
Whetner he more belongs to her or me. 
Sir Anh, How, my Nephew claim'd? Why how now, Sirrah, have you been dab- 
bling' here ! 


( Aloxd. 


(Weeps, 


” 


S: ©, By Heaven, I know her not. —Hark ye, Widow, this is ſome trick of 
yen ” twas well Jaid: and Gad, ſhe's fo pretty, I cou'd find in my heart to take 
he: word, 


'2 iman, this will not paſs your falſhood off, 

\rt to m ke me jealous of him, 
h 1 calve him, 

; I 2 Sir 
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Sir Chr. Death, VII have the forgery out ; 26 
— ell me, thou pretty weeping Hypocrite, who was it ſet thee on to lay a claim to 
me ? 

Charl. To.you ! Alas, whoare you ? for till this moment I never ſaw your face, 

L. Gali. Mad as the Seas when all the Winds are raging. He 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, Madam, ſtark mad ! Poor Soul-- Neighbour, pray let.her lie 1'th' 
dark, d'ye hear. 

Sir Char. How came you, pretty one, to loſe your Wits thus ? 

Charl. With loving, Sir, ſtrongly, with too much loving, | 
— Will you not let me ſee the lovely falſe one ? [To L. Gall. 
For I am told you have his heart in keeping. 

L.Gall. Who is he ? pray deſcribe him, 

Charl. A thing juſt like a Man, or rather Angel / 

He ſpeaks, and looks, and loves, likeany God / 

All fine and gay, all manly, and all ſweat : 

And when he ſwears, he loves, you wou'd ſwear too 

That all his Oaths were true. , 

Sir Anth. Who is ſhe ? ſome one whoknows her and is wiſer, fpeak — you, Mi- 
ſtreſs. [To Clacket. 

Mrs. Clack. Since I muſt ſpeak, there comes the man of Miſchief : 

—*Tis you I mean, for all your learing, Sir. [To Wild. 

Wild. So. Sir Tim. What, my Lord ! 

Mrs. Clack. I never knew your Nephew was a Lord : Has his Honour made him 
forget his Honeſty ? | [Chafl. runs and catches him in her Arms. 

Charl. I have thee, and I'll die thus graſping thee : 

Thouart my own, no Power ſhall take thee from me. 
H/;1d. Never thou trueſt of thy Sex, and deareſt, 
Thou ſoft, thou kind, thou conſtant Sufferer, 
This moment end thy fears ; for I am thine. 
Charl, May I believe thou art not married then ? 
Wild. How can I, when Pm yours ? 
Hoxy cou'd I, wherf [ love thee more than Life ? 
— Now, Madam, I m reveng d on all your ſcorn. | [To L. Gall. 
— And, Uncle, all your cruelty. X 

Sir Tim. Why, what are you indeed my Nephew, Thomas ? 

Wild. 1 am Tom Wilding, Sir, that once bore ſome ſuch Title, till you diſcarded 
me, and left me to live upon my Wits, 

Sir Tim. What, and are you no Poliſh Embaſſadour then incognito ? 

Wild. No, Sir, nor y-4u no King Elett, but muſt &en remain as you were ever, 
Sir, a moſt ſeditious peſtilent old Knave; one that deludes the Rabble with your Po- 
liticks, then leave 'em to be hang'd, as they deſerve, for ſilly mutinous Rebels. 

Sir Tim. I'll peach the Rogue, and then he'll be hang*d in-courſe, becauſe he's a 
Tory. One comfort is, | have cozen'd him of his rich Heireſs ; for 1 am married 
Sir, to Mrs. Charlot. 1 

Wild Rather Diana, Sir ; I wiſh you Joy : See here's Charlot! 1 was not ſuch a 
Fool to truſt ſuch Bleſlings with the Wicked, 

So 
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Sir Char, How, Mrs. Dy Ladyfi'd! This is an excellent way of diſpoſing an old 
caſt-off Miſtreſs, | 

Sir Tim. How, havel married a Strumpet then ? 

Dian. You give your Nephews Miſtreſs, Sir, too coarſe a name : *Tis true, 11ov'd 
him, only him, and was true to him, 

Sir Tim, Undone, undone ! I ſhall ner make Gui!dha/-ſpeech more ; but he ſhall 
hang for't, if there be e're a Witneſs to be had between this and Salamancha for 


Money. 
Wi1d. Do your worlt, Sir ; Witneſſes are out of faſhion now, Sir, thanks toyour 


Ionoramus Juries. 
Sir Tim. Then Pm refolv'd to diſ-inherit him. 
Wild. See, Sir, that's paſt your $kill too, thanks to my Jaſt niglits Ingenuity - 
they're [/hews bim the Writings] fign'd, ſeal'd, and deliver'd in the preſence of, &&c. 
Sir Tim. Bear Witneſs, *twas he that rob'd me laſt night. 
Sir Auth, We bear Witneſs, Sir, we know of no ſuch matter we. I thank you 
for that, Sir, wou'd you make Witneſſes of Gentlemen ? 
Sir Tim. No matte: for that, PlI have him hang'd, nay drawn and quarter'd. 
VVild. What, for obeying your Commands, and living on my Wits ? 
Sir Anth. Nay, then *tis a cleer caſe you can neither hang him nor blame him, 
Wild. Vil propoſe fairly now, if you'll be generous and pardonall: 1lrender your 
_— back during Lite, and put the Writings in Sir AzthonyMerzwil's and Sir Charles: 
is hands. 
I have a Fortune here that will maintain me, 
Without ſo much as wiſhing for your death. 
All. This is but Reaſon. 
Sir Char. With this Proviſo, that he makes not uſe on't to promote any miſchief 
to the King and Government, 
Alt. Good and Juſt. T [Sir Tim. pauſes, 
S:r Tim. Hum, I'd as good quietly agree to't, as loſe my Credit by making a noiſe. 
— Well, Tom, I pardon all, and will be Friends, [Gives bim his hand, 
Sir Char. See, my dear Creature, eyen this hard old man is mollifi'd-at laſt into- 
good nature ; yet you'll {till be cruel, 
L. Gall. No, your unwearied Love at laſt has yanquiſht me. Here, beas happy as 
a Wife can make ye— One laſt look more, and then — be gone fond: Love. 
[Sighing and looking on Wilding, giving Sir Charles her hand. 
Sir Char. Come, Sir, you-mult receive Diana too; ſhe 1sa cheerful witty Girl, and 
handſome, one that wilt be a Comfort to your Age, and bring no ſcandal home. 
Live peacebly, and do not trouble your decrepid Age with buſineſs of State, 
Let all things in their own due order move, 
Let Ceſar be the Kingdoms care and love : 
Let the Hot-headed- Mutineers petition, 
And meddle ia the Rights of Juſt Succeſſion ; 
But may all honeſt hearts as one agree 
To bleſs the King, and Royal Albante. 
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EPILOGUEF. 


Written by a Perlon of Quality. 
SPOKEN by Mrs. BOTEL E R. 


rf Part, I fear, will :akg with bit a few, 
A rich young Heirejs to ber firſt Love tyne ! 
'Iis damwd unnatural, and paſt enduring 
Againſt the fun land Laws of I bering. 
Marrying's the Mas, which Moteſty aſſures, 
Heips to get new, and covers old Amours ; 
And Husban# jounds ſo dull to a Town-Bride, 
Tet now-a-days condemn him ere he's try'd ; 
E*rein his Office he's confirny.l Poſſeſſor, 
Like Trincaloes you chuſe mim a Succeſſor, 
In the gay ſpring of Love, wh:n free from doubis; 
With early ſhoots bis Velve: Forehead ſprouts. 
Like @ poor Parſon boun# to hard Indeniures, 
Tou make hin pay his firft- its cre be enters. 
But for ſhort Carmwvals of ſtoln goog Cheer, 
Yowre after forc'd to keep Lent all the Tear ; 
Till _ at laſt to a ſtarving Nuns con: iition, 
You break into our Onarters for Provifun : 
inwate Fop corner with your glaring Beauties, 
And tice our Ioyal Sub jects from their Duties. 
Pray, Laties, leave that Province to our 'eare - ; 
A Fool is the Fe ſumple of a Player, 


In which we Vi'omen claim a double ſbare- 
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In other things the Men are Rulers made ; 

But catching W oodcocks is our proper Trade. 

If by Stage-Fops they a poor Living get, © 

We cangrow rich, thanks to our Mother Wit, ; 
By the more natural Blockbeads in the Pit. 

Take then the Wits, and all their uſeleſs Praitles ; 
But as for Fools, they are Goods and Chattels. 
Return, l:gra:es, to your firſt Haunt the Staze; 
We taught your Youth, and belp'd your feeble Ape. 
What it you ſee in Quality we want ? 

What can they give which we cannot grant ? 

VVe have their Pride, their Frolicks, and their Paint, 
VVe feel the ſame Touth dancing ix our Blood ; 

Our dreſs as gay All underneath as good. 

Moſt men have found us bitherto more true, 


And, if we're not abus'd by ſome of you, 

VVe're full as fair —— perhaps as wholeſome too. 
But if at beſt our hopeful Sport and Trade js, 
And nothing now will ſerve you but great Ladies ; 
May queſtion'd Marriages your Fortune be, 

And Lawyers drain your Pockets more than we : 
May Judges puzzle a clear Caſe with Laws, 
And Mujquetoon at laſt decide the Cauſe. 


FINLIS. 


Books Jately Printed: for Richard Wellington, at the Lute in 
St. Paubs Church-Yard. 


” hrrmdmgrncy Compendium, or the Deſcription anq Uſe of a new Nliling Rule, by which many 
/"\ Uſefull and Neteffary Queſtions in Arithmetick, Milita:y Orders, Intereſts, Trigonometry, 
Planometry, Sterenometry, Geography, "Aſtronomy, Navization, Fortification, Gunnery, Dyalling, 
may be ſpeedily reſolvel1 - without the help of Pen or Compailes. By William Hunt, Philomath. 

A Diſcomſe upon the Nature and Faculties of Man, in ſeveral Effays : - With ſome conſiderations 
on the Occurrences of Human Life. By 7im. Nourſe Gent. | 

Familliar Letters, written by Jokn late Earl of Rocheſter, to the Honourable Henry Savile Eſa; and o- 
ther Perſons of Quality, with Love-Letters, written by the late Tngenious Mr. 0rrway, and ſeveral 
Letters written by Sir George Ethridge, the late Duke of Buckingham, ©. in two Volumes, each Vol. 
may be had fingly. 

Ovid Traveſiie : or a Burleſque on Ovid's Epiflles, by Captain Alaxander Radcliff. 

The Novels, ©c. of the late Ingenious Mrs. Behn, Colle&el1 into one Vol. viz. Oroonoko, or the 
Royal Slave. Fair Jilt, or Prince Tarqui”. Agnes de Caſtro, or the force of Generous Love. The 
Lovers Watch, or the Art of Love. The Ladies Looking-Glaſs. The Lucky Miſtake : And the Hi- 
ſtory of the Nun, or fair Vow-breaker. 

Refle&ions upon Ancient and Modern Learning. By IV i!1;am Wotton, B. D. Chaplain to the Right 
Honourable the Earl of Nottingham. The Second Edition, with Large Additions. With a Diſſertation 
upon the Epiſtles of Phalaris, Themiſtccles, "Socrates, Euripides, &c. and .#ſep's Frbles, by Dr. Bent- 
ley. 

"The Family Phyſician ; Being a choice Colle&ion of Approv'd and Experienc'd Remedies, to cure 
all Diſeaſes incident to Human Bodies, uſefull in Families, and ſerviceable to Country - People, by 
George Hartman Chymiſt, Servant to Sir Kelemn Digby, till he died. 

A General Treatiſe of the Diſeaſes of Intants and Children, Colleted from the moſt Eminent Pra- 

ical Authors, by Fobn Pechey, of the College of Phyſicians. 

_ Ric E pe and Divine, in three parts, Written by the late Lord Chief Juſtice Zales, to 
which is added the Life of the Author, by G:/bert Lord Biſhop of Sarum. The third part may be had 


008 Decimal Arithmetick, the Second Edition, very much enlarged, by Fobn Zawhkins School- 
t St. Georpe's Church in Sourkwark. 

mo 7 ws he the neceflary Companion, containing Sir Sam. Moreland's Perpetual Almanack, ſhew- 
ing the days of the Month tor any year, Paſt, Prefent, or to come; a Table of the Kings Reigns fince the 
Conqueſt, compared withthe yearsof Chriſt. A Table of the Reign, wherein any numbers of Farthings, 
Halt-pence, Pence and Shillings are ready caſt up, ot great uſe to all Traders. 6. The Intereſt and Re- 
bate of Money, the Forbearance, Diſcount and purchale of Annuities. 7. The Rates of Poſt-Letters, 
Inland and Outland.. 8. Account of the Penny-Poſt. 9. The Principal Roads in England, ſhewing 
the diſtance of each"Town from London, alſo the Market Towns on each Road, with the .days of the 
-week the Marketsate kept on ; alſo the Hundred and County each Town ſtands in. 10. The names 
of the Counties, Cities and Burrough-Towns in Fnglard and Wales, with the nun-er of Knights, Ci- 
tizens and Burgefſes choſen therein; to ſerve in Parliament. 11. The uſual Rates and Fares ot Coach- 
men, Carmen and Watermen. The Sixth Edition, much Enlarged. 
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